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OF 
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Commerce adieOy— — I woo a sterner bride ; 
The fierce Bellona calls me to her side. 
Harsh is the music of our marriage strain ! 
It rolls in thonder from Colloden plain ! 

■ i^ii 



The beanty is proud of tiie conqnest she gains, 
And tile humblest of poets is prood of his strains; 
Then foigive me, if smnethiqgtike pride should be ndne, 
When I write out the couplet and measure the line* 
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POEMS. 



1 99%m$^m» 



To the Highland Society of 
LONDON. 



Sons of Caledonia's Isles, 

Bravest tm Hie InnA and waves ; — 
YoQttiasBy >roc1u» Ihe^ttHrtA pilo8» 

l^at rise above your JTather's ^aves. 



^ HE House m SriTAm, \(mg fkM on the wane. 
Their tiopeB all peUsh'^^ tm CoHoden plain; 
Where nmny m ffi^bfeti ATUiitb, in manly UMm, 
Bellona sent to^^wS the Stjr^iA glodm;— 
She moante her htm ear, und at her wheete 
In vain the mottMsr weeps, and-ohfidren kneels; 
The bogle «mnided, lyy her i^rder blown, 
The mariial sammonson the winds was lybrne; 
Through all the I^eaihe well known echo spread, 
And each bold <Mef fab feudal tenants led. 
Still fondly fhonght, respect f»r Stoart*^ name, 
Would once mdte pUiee *em t)*er the proud domain ; 
But James's flight, so ftitol was the stain, 
That every effort "frnifless prov'd and vain. 
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4 WILKINSON'S POEMS. 

The fierce Lochiel» his vaflsal clan commands, 
And bids the minstr^ call Lochnber's bands; 
The minstrels chanted, in a warlike strain, 
The Songs of Ossian, to the mountain swain, 
How their fore*fiithera Upody fields had won, 
Led on by Oscar, Ossian's favourite son. 
And how Fingal had raised the nation's fiune. 
By his fierce combats with the barbarous Dane, 
A savage horde of rambling thieves, who made 
War like Algiers, plundering was their trade; 
They sung, how Malcolm led his warlike powers, 
From Tay's green banks, to Alnwick's lofty towers; 
And how Kirkaldy, gain'd unmortal fiune, 
By his attachment to the Stuart name. — 
The Swain euri^ptur'd, hears with fierce delight. 
How Bruce and Wallace won the bardy filght, 
When England's legions oft were forc'd to yield 
The palm of victory, in the hostile field; 
And how bold Douglas led bis martial train 
To tiombat Percy on the Cheviot plain; 
Red drops of blood were sprinU'd o'er tbe field. 
When night descending, spread her ample shield; 
Of all the heroes who went to that bourn. 
Few were the number destin'd to return. 
Discord alone, of all the Demon train, 
Wav'd her red torch upon that ireful plain. 

In milder strains, tbey chant a plaintive lay. 
The sad disasters of that fiital day; 
A day o*er which humanity long moum'd. 
While Caledonia wept her youth uiurn'd; 
Long did she mourn that hapless, fiital blow, 
The field of Falkirk kid her glories low, 
(A speoTydnveried on a 9able' nhieldi 
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WILKINSON'S POEMS. 5 

Denotes deep eorrowf&Ufer PiOkirk'aJieU.J 
The field of Falkirk rua with blood aroand^ 
So many valiant fa^oes press the ground ; 
Yon towering rocks their snowy bones stiU keep> 
And Caledonia o'er their ashes weep. — 

In lofder strains they sang of that iem'd urn^ 
Where rest the heroes, slain at Banpock-born ; 
When victory gave to valour so renown'd, 
The wreath which late her Warlike temples bound; 
The crested helmet, sword, and target dione. 
With spears and corslets, on the indented stone. 
Bright as the lustre of the Lunar beams, 
A golden eagle on the summit gleams; 
Around the urn unlading laurels bloom, 
And wave eternal o'er the warrior's tomb. 
The lance of Bruce, in Caledonia's line, 
Bright conquest with her £sdrest wreathes entwine, 
The laws, their freedom, and their fitther's urns. 
In whose defence, each manly bosom bums ; 
In whose defence, the royal standard borne, 
Display'd a radiance like the summer mom ; 
Its ample folds expanding to the day, 
Inspires the soldier on his rugged way. 
Emboss'd in gold, the Lion proudly shone, 
And wav'd responsive to the wounded moan ; 
He seem'd to shake the dew drops from his mane^ 
And spurn indignant at oppression's chain. 
* Twas that fsim'd standard which bold Oscar bore 
For Caledonia, on lerne's shore; 
' Twas Fingal's standard, which the valiant Thanes, 
Had wav'd in triumph, d'er the invading Danes; 
WUch often o'er the Highland Chns had hui^. 
And through the foe dismay and terror flung. 
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« WILKINSONS POEMS. 

In loftyiAraiM, ibey song of Fkiddeii ««M, 
Fierce was tbe oonffiot witt the swdTd and shield. 
From Inverarytotbe'tenkstof Tweed, 
The Scottish ycntb Ihrongr^d to that iioetile mead. 
The flower of CaledoBia there wa» seen. 
Her wadike vaisals cov«»rod Flodden'ti {{jreen, 
Eager to odd finssh laoreb ito tMr fane, 
And prove them worthy ot their fixiher^s name; 
In ML tnrlgadeg, and fang^d tn martial fonn, 
They rushM down Flodden like the northern atom 
Then fiMPm'd Hill line with ctose compacted wheei, 
That line bright f^aamhig with the warrtor\B steel ; 
Their right throws :badi: upon a rising moimd, 
To spear aod bowmen ga^ the 'vantage ground, 
A daring chief led on eaoh hardy Clan, 
Lochaber'saxesgBttert&gin their van; 
While the aevM «Arl^r9laake tiie concave Ting, 
With ttomderlng buUois, iborne on fiery wtngs. 

Far to thetftft, w«to fomiM a daring band. 
The fierce Moss Troopet^ from the border land ; 
They charg'd like ligiftBltng 00 tlie Sogligh 4*igbt, 
And quickly put the ad^esrse wi^to flig^ ; 
Plac'd in the Orkney Istas, they woald have been 
As bold young rovers as the Isles ^hav« seen. 
The minstrels song ibe errors ^ftbtft day. 
How Home and Huntley's borderers went astray. 
Intent on plunder, wUie the Ehi^h bring 
Their well ft»rm'd columns to itmbk flie King ; 
Inured to plunder from1heh'eai4iest years, 
McM TroopertUfe, alife of hopes-and fears; 
They ritfih'^ to "combat, like the Arri^ wild, 
To wieM ^e 'swwd, each fitflier taught his child ; 
When girt with dangems^ with a pdweHbl arm, 
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WILKINSON'S POEMS. 

To guatd Us Mfe» ipMvkuHsc «faid6. all bAnxL 

Through all tb»leA wing^, wiM disorders wmgOf 
They leave the righl; mtk eenlre on tbe pUii; 
AagaU'd on every 8ida» thsy hrwre tbi atonm 
The Une wliaeb lMM^k> tenietiatA in ovid. form ; 
Prepares on every dde to ftcci ths! i/fw> 
While grim destruction threatMUiiDoni afiur. 
At every point the front rank eouofa lh0irspeaff&. 
And in the centre^ standsiha Scottish Peers; 
Here fell the dueAains, bennox and Aigyle, 
Fare^doam^d hyfaie to siveU tin oamaga |hIo; 
Like them> their daantlesa ment maintaia Ae field, 
And hearts ara plero'd, unknowing how ta yield. 
The flower of Scollanil's cfaiofr were raii^*d afimnd, 
A nobler phakiuL novw trod the groimd; 
Firmly rssoWM^iaeoiMioer or to idA, 
Thoy staad thB^entn^ ud the soul of alL 
Unmoir'd and siMnd*. tin wholo war tiny wait, 
Serenely driMidfol, stod as &x'd as fiita ! 
None stoopU a timug^ to baae inglorKoaa fl^ty 
But horse to horsei, .and. man to muk they ilght; 
The firm contpaciedorh still keapi thtffatgrotmd. 
The croiried oenlre^ with the cUefe dmond. 

The QnesD^ ttom fiir> the sostte of death df^scries^^ 
And drinks liagfaalsiightar at.hsr pievdng «J^|: 
She seem'd toiB^iF^T^^ Why ffonaihe hoatts fto; 
<' Why daas Ki^g Janaf^sdhndot nmrose slosr? '- 
'' Why do hfe finnmng al^sda so sloiw aosta^ 
'< His ^osiiiigasieB^ fipimv.tin enasqguinfd {Ma? 
«< Have they n6i sped 3 doei not each warriiMr shaam 

Tt^hsaotiow spoik of Engiaad'#oap«ifa &if^ 
*' Spoils which NortkanbnaVcaptiToeUieajMdv 
'« Fit for the conqwrhi^ heroes af tiioMd? '? 
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8 WILKINSON'S POEMS. 

Vain hope! — tbe King no more ahall meet thine eyest 

Borne down by numbers, with the dead he lies \ 

'Twas James's fete, to Ml upon that plain, 

His last sad penance for af other wlain; 

In vain his country thought he left the strand, 

A pious Pilgrim to the Holy Land, 

To risit Calvary in saintly garb, 

Not like a warrior on his fiery barb ; 

To Palestine, where noble Barons led 

Their hardy vassals, for the Faith they bled. 

Unto the Holy Sepulchre they run, 

As did the Persians to the rising sun. 

Mistaken zeal ! to leave their native lund* 

To combat Saladin on Rama's strand ! 

On Syria's Plains the bloody Cross dispbly. 

That Cross which cheers the Pilgrim's lonely way; 

That Cross for which he braves the foaming wave% 

And dares the vengeance of Mahomet's slaves. 

Redemption's banner throws a Instre round 

The sacred relics, on that hallow'd ground. 

Yaui hope ! while yeans on years rolfd away» 

The Royal Pilgrim came not since that day. 

Alas! what numbers &te then doom'd to bleed, 

By war's sad chance on Flodden's hostile mead ! 

The spirits of their &thers, from the tomb, 

Unheeded wam'd them of their &tal doom. 

Pale spectres from the tombs were seen to rise. 

And quickly vanish with forebodhig cries ! 

Shaded with Uood the moon appear'd tint night. 

And awful visions did the people fright! 

Fierce diouts were heard from soutiiern skies afiur. 

Of hostile armies rudimg to the war ; 

Then in amoment fiery columns rise. 
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WILKINSON'S POEMS. 9 

From which deploy'd two lines along the skies. 
Sometimes, oblique, they quickly chang'd their form, 
And, rolling onwardj brav'd the iron storm. 

Both armies now in azure fields are seen, 
Nor far the distance of the space between ; — 
In airy circles, horsemen seem'd to wheel 
And charge impetuous with the flaming steel! 
Quick evolutions now impel their force, 
While man to man they rush, and horse to horse : 
It was a prelude to that fatal morn, 
When the fond mother mourn'd her eldest born. 
Weep Caledonia o'er thy brave sons slain. 
Weep o'er thy mountain plumes trod to the plain ! * 
Weep o'er the heroes, o'er their lonely grave, 
Their country's tears are due the fallen brave : 
Methinks I see, around their mouldering tomb 
The blooming kecUher AeA its wild perfume ; 
The lark their requiem sings, and all around 
This mountain daisy decks the hallowed ground. 

To Glencoe's gory scene the minstrel turns. 
And all his country in his bosom bums ; 
Engrav'd on adamant that deed appears, 
Eternal tablet, not eflbc'd by years. 
That horrid deed, recall'd to every mind, 
Rouses the valour of the mountain Und ; 
And then reminds them of the crimson flood. 
Which in Fifteen had flow'd of Scottish blood. 

With caution let the Muse essay her flight, 
CuUoden muir now rises to my sight; 
The shrill pipes sounding in their loftiest strain, 
Lochaber's Darling now has cross'd the main .* 
« At length triumphant " on his standard borne , 
Eve oft refutes the flattering hope of morn. 
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10 WILKINSON'S POEMS. 

He comes to Cakdonk's kindred jiam^ 
Where generoas pity Hows in every vein. — 
On George's ride the Grants and Gampbelkdrew 
Their Highland dirks, and wav'd tbdr bonnets blue; 
The Rosses too engag'd in the tame cause, 
A prudent foresight to support the laws; 
All arm'd for war, bat kept on their own {jound, 
M c. Kenzies, Donalds, and St Chiirs abound ; 
Their hearts were well affected to ibe cause. 
But wary caution whisper'd *^ keep from blows." 
Another victory, equal Preston Pans, 
Had brought the wavering chieftans with their dans; 
tHis hardy followers TulUbardine brings, 
Fam'd for attachment to the Scqttldi Kings. 
Kilmarnock, Drummond, and the Gordons came, 
With Lewis Gordon, of redoubted fiime ; 
Glengary and Clanronald braves the war. 
Where the bold soldier wins bright honor's soar ; 
And, with his mouutaki clan, the noble Thane, 
Lord Elcho, came, since Charles crofBs'd the main. 
With Balmerino, came a daring band^ 
A chief, by nature form'd for high command; 
While fierce in arms, the Pxaser vassal brings 
A heart devoted to the Stnari Kings ; 
High on his mettled iclkiger Fraser >came. 
Sprung from a noble iine well known to fiune, 
From Fapoline, to Charles Skiart's aid ; 
His fiitlier's vassals the young diieftanled. 
Tlie wary Lovat, long was kept in awe, 
Tili victory smiling bdrought the Royals law^ 
Soon as he learnt that Preston Pans was won. 
He sent his vassals with his eldest son. 
At Preston, Falkirk, and Stratbbogie's bourn. 
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WIJUKINSON'S POEMS, 11 

The Sixmi tr^Dfipb^) wd th^p Royals mourn. 
At Clifton moQjf tor lintel victory waves, 
That d^ng 9i»njif th^ HJghlaja^ amiy saves ; 
TJbe ?wr fUl^rdf coflnpos'd ojf hardy clans, 
Led on by Elcho^ Murray, aod SulUvao, 
More than a match for E9i^^!,^h horm were found, 
And many a gallant trooper pjce^'d the ground ; , 
Six l^dred Frasers,. j^ovat sent alooigf 
No, 9lai» i^pi:^, 4^riQ<^ 1^ the hostile thcojog^ 
Excepting ptiU ijk^ Catfiieronian Ikc^nd^ 
O'er which LQfihab^'9. chi^ bi^d the. commo^nd, 
Am^ng the l^ravei the braveat sti^ was h&% 
And at Cullod^n loajth he was to flee. 
Of warlike.ch]ej&, ^hp led. t^eir pative t^ds, 
Pre-emineipit a^ong then^ Locl^^l stands. 
From Athol b9^» t^i^ Iv^dy lierdsman Qom^s> 
And leaves his fl<^og^ cb^irgj^ft^r war^ louid drums. 
Ah! silly sw|ip) i^ fpUcfl^ iffixs alarms. 
Say what has f^p)^jcd!f life ta dft wUli arms ? 
Frqi)i Inx^gry'^ lif ^ aQd bleak abode, 

They tij Cu^lg^W ♦99)?- tft®- %t^ ^^^ > 
Here oft th^ij^lgu ^}^ i^py^rQ^t 
And 8ummej:s})pal^ l?^^^!^ ^^ portherp blast; 
A wintry b^f^ T*^9l^ «TO'4 ^It^ h^j and rain, 
Beats unrelf^gi}g,p;i ^ P^^!* Swain ; 
No flPll^gff PVfjftbft % ®ff» ^^\ ^J^^ WWte Rose, 
Which, onj tte ^^^ff^ iWP P^ Stuart blows ; 
In this rude cliijj^ |gi);t^ |tri^§ hj»i^pprtive power. 
And laughing hp^ui^ f 8j^^ ^ f\^^\^. ^^"^* 
His mpajgO^i^ j^l^i^ proipartj^ i|o^ commands 
To leave j%.|s|% WMJ J9W % J?^^¥^fB? ^^^^' 
From eacfr I^Jp, ^, $^^ ^^^jfpmantic gt^n, 
Perth ai^ (^Yy i>rftug:^t ^ Hjgj^^^^ nwji ; . 
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12 WILKINSON'S POEMS. 

With broad swords flaming in the enbattl'd line, 
Mc. Leans, Mc. Gregors, and the Cam'rons shine; 
Mc. Leods, Mc. Phersons, Mc. Intosh, and Stuarts, 
All proved that day they were not sprung from cowards , 
A lofty plume wav'd on each bonnet bine, 
The \^arlike feather of a sable hue. 
First in tiie fight Lochaber's sons were seen, 
The Cam'ron clan with slaughter spread the green. 
Then flash'd the flint, and blaz'd the volleying flame. 
And the smoke rose between them and their idm.- 
To the fierce combat, led by great Lochiel, 
Loud peal*d the shot, like lightening flash'd the steel. 
The Highland chie&, amid the dhre alarms. 
Lead on their vassals to fresh deeds of arms ; — 
Each piercing eye the dreadful field survey'd, 
To &inting squadrons sent the ready aid ; 
But vain their efforts, on the tented field 
Their feudal banners fJBite decrees to yield. 
One effort more, to rout the adverse host, 
Highlander^ form, — charge, — waver^ — all Is lost! 
What scenes of slaughter in yon field appear, 
The dead we mourn, and for the living fear ; 
With meek-eyed pity, mercy fled the pkdn. 
Their tender care the wounded sought in vain. 
Death reign'd triumphant on Colloden field, 
Till night descending, spread her moony shield ; 
Till nig^t descending, from the victor's hand 
Released the relicks of the Gaelic band. 
Here Caledonia, many a soldier mourn* 
In vain their dames shall wait their «afe return; 
Mangled and lifeless from the oombat borne, 
Eve now refutes Hhepromis^d hope of morti. 
Far as pale fear could throw her tremblhig eye 
The country round, one general ruin lie ; 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



WILKINSON'S POEMS. 13 

Far as the eye could reach, no cot was seen. 
Stern desolation ravaged all the green. 
Gave an unbounded loose to fiirious rage, 
And, scorning mercy, spar*d not feeble age ; 
Bids steel-clad valour chase that dove-like bride, 
Enfeebling mercy from his awfiil side, 
Where long she sat, and check'd the ardent rein, 
As whirl'd his chariot o'er the embattled plain ; 
Then, in her place, bids vengeance mount the car. 
And glut with gore the insatiate sons of war. 

See! see! yon mangled corse ! yon manly form ! 
Must glut the riot of thei greedy worm ! 
No splendid tomb recalls the fleeting breath, 
Deaf to entreaty is the ear of death ; 
For them no more ibe blazing hearth d^ barn. 
No children run to lisp their sires return ; 
The day, that to the shades the father sends, 
Robs the sad orphan of his fetther^s friends. 

Boyd and Lord Elcho still attend the chief, 
They fled reluctant, overwhehn'd with grief. 
On Lovat call, their fortunes fiite entwine : 
At parting, Charles mingled tears with wine. 
The Clans dispers'd,— his bravest friends laid low, 
All hopes of empire vanished at the blow. — 
Embrace again, my sons ! be foes no more ! 
Nor stain your country with her children's gore ! 

STANZAS. 

I HEAR again the din of arms, 
It comes a&r from mountains steep ; 

And fretdam's ckeermg voice I bear 
Resounding o'er the briny tieep. 
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14 WILRII^^^'S ?0J5M^ 

On their wi^ $;ffg| I^W ^b4 
To tlMigf^t Qm^^BftifiiB;^ 



Idkf a twnd of 1«,wIe0B robbers, 
Se^m tl^ fir^emaix'a 1^^ li^ht; 

Ur^ your davea, by &l8^ pretences. 
Call ypar myr^4* to tb^ figbt 

Then a patriot IwiiA of fre«nem 
WavtDg Ug^ ^ iaoyat brand, 

Wm repel Aefleree inroders, 
nwlfkem headlong fi>Mft4w land. 



Ear9BJM»,4j!sp»rt9 %fa|(W J?PftJ»k 
Wi*.%«|aJfglBM to oV ruj^ 

Thfl:(Rat|» :«i4 V<«Hl|rti,w?.t» m'ii 



1*4 9mi^iifi^^9^.^9RM mv^ 
Andlw4 Pjpjfi W»fif4^ W» 

And lay the fierce invaders low. 



E'en 8baiiidth»Tiir]ejn4,i%d]ic«iiv^ 
|A« laMsti,tfirang^ poDKMOBtiy swarm ; 

TatnigUyif t^iiwaDaB%i«Mtrd( . 
A|i{l«riqgfd<wkii deati|,|yanaMi«r'8 arm. 
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Oh ! mfty tt be the deqiMyfs&te* 
Baffl'd and beaten to Ntin; 

To mourn their fiune in battle loet. 
And droop o'er gloiy's fiided flre! 



To the Bi. Mm, George Gordon Bjfron, 



To thee more, dear are Scotia's hills of iinowy 
Than aU'fl&b ikdhes Ihat^in ^faifi gfo^. 

■ t. miim.Cli 'nil 

Ah! there my 3roragfe<>tst(ipe^iiifin^ wai^ 
My cap was the 1i>b]met, my cloak was {he plain ; 

On chieilaiis Icli^ p<^idi')d fiiym^VMif'f^^N^, 
As daily I^itDoAe IhrMgli'm powwrei'd (glade. 

Shades «)f«fe Amm 1i«05 X^t«b«»a'yi^>V0i«^i 
Bise on lh»^a|^^ro^ittg4lr^alll of thagale ? 

Surely the soul of the hero rejoices, 
Atfd rides tm^ihe ^i^if^tis'xMnm^fm'^e, 

■ it i inrt nfi JOOQ iH i l^^n i" 

HAIL fiiTRev ! roughly ina^t^ of tke^kqr! 
Thy song m^eetio, fot soronelf (gajr; 
Thy verse, Uke aommw wU(A tte fieUG^itnew, 
Still laughs and ^itiers4ike 4iiefl«il1xier*w>; 
Thy Eastern Tufcg^yeplny ft^ ^F to iwl -t di ai lii m 
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16 WILKINSON'S POEMS. 

While Christiaii shines, a Airing chief in atips; 
With his bold crew, the Cnmbriein fearless brares 
The surge and tempest on the foaming waves ; 
Far in the blue expanse, he spies a sail, 
His hiDod-red signal floats upon the gale. — 

In milder strains thy tuneful harp had sun^, 
And softer accents would have grac'd thy tongue, 
Hadst thou but known the chief of Pitcidm's Isle, 
Young Chrtatain^ victim to a tyrant's ^ile ; 
His heart was open, generous, and humane, 
His was a heart that felt for other's pain ; 
Tet quick of spirit, as the electric beam 
When from the clouds its darting lightnings gleam. 

The peerless damsels of the southern Isles, 
With all their loves, their graces, and their smiles. 
On each fond youth her soft artillery tries, 
Aims her light smile, and rolls her frolic eyes ; 
The magic of her radiant eyes now leads 
The enamour'd sea-boy to the flowery nleads ; 
With liberal hand her choicest fruit she brings, 
And leads the wanderers to the freshest springs: 
Each morn she crowns him with the fidrest flowers^ 
At eve she leads him to the well.kni[>wn bowers ; 
With courteous manners, by dame nature taught. 
No wealth was wanted, and no love was bought 
<< Let wealth — let honour — ^wait the wedded dame, 
" August her deed, and sacred be her fiune ; 
<< Before true passion, all these views remove, 
•* Fame, wealfh, and honour, what are you to love ! " 
No wonder, that voluptdous beauty, warm 
In youth, and every grace that man can charm. 
No wonder, the soft savage to her cave. 
With, fond careMs, lur'd tiiem from the wave ; 
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Toung he9Mi», wha k^e^'d (of ^m^ dWQy Ifle« 

Nearer the ^4'$ br^ht orb) <ih9 g&ml &f9 
More fiercely burns^ Md Am tbe y^«ilif .4e«ire, 

Such wJQoiQg Botki^ffag Itmf b»A nernr ficeOi 
As when ypung Nauba 4N^M^d upon 4ii0 |;voM ; 
She wiis the prida of ali tbe southern IHLw, 
Another Ven\i8 with her wantoa vMm. 
What youth unmaT'd oouid ymw her matebtefa cbtnUf » 
When in the daniie ahe spread tbtaoflBstaraB? 
The richest sweets her swAirtby bnsast p^fom'di 
And romid her brow a roseate garland bloofli'd; 
Blushes that rose upon her swarthy cheek» 
'Twas nature's lang^agB» and did all but spealc* 
Heart on her lips, and soul within her ftyea* 
Soft as her clime, and sun ay as her skies. 
Her Ups like coral roddening through the waTei, 
Which draum tbe divBr to the <Himspn oavo ; 
Not like the poUsh'd, cold European dame. 
She met her lorer with a fiercer flame ; 
With no adulterous whisper, to alloy 
Her duty, and her glory, and her joy ; 
Nor waits for Hymen's torch to light Uie tt^i 
Love wants no contract to the young deiiio« 
The lovely Siren smOing in Ub arms, 
Sweet is the magfc of her powerftil oharM; 
Kind as the Houris, which the Moslem dreeiili 
Will meet his spirit at the living strems, 
^ith Mecca's holy Prophet there to dwell, 
Safe from tbe torments of tbe Christian hell; 
To all the &i«hfiil Alla's word is given. 
To be with bim eternally in heaven. 
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<( The grovegof Eden,' ranish'd now so long:, 
*^ Are here hi splendour, and look green in song ; '' 
Where natare, from her overflowmg horn, 
Provides with plenty all the southern zone. 
Here the rich cocoa and the bread fimit grow, 
Here cooling breezes on the plantain blow ; 
Here all aroond a smiling offspring rise, 
Straight as the poplar under genial skies ; 
With ho unhealthy labour, for to bring 
The sickly cheek and the enfeebled limb. 
Robust and vigorous, in that happy scene, 
Their yoiith is hardy, and their old age green ; 
Piimeval innocence with no alloy, 
No crafty serpent to disturb their joy ; 
No wily tempter here, for to deceive 
The unsuspecting ear of the £Bdr Eve. 
Voluptuous females of a world as pure^ 
From nature, lovely, warm, and premature ! 
On those sweet Isles I gaze, as Moslems look 
To the blest Islands of their Prophet's book; 
And oft I dream, ('tis fismcy's magic spells) 
Another Adam in this Eden dwell ; 
And oft I dream the valleys laugh and sing. 
In this young Eden, this eternal spring; 
Where blooming damsels the green olive wave. 
To welcome wanderers to their mossy cave. 

Not always in the lists of life belong 
The palm of victory to the swift and strong ; 
A power beyond the span of human souls. 
The wisest plans of erring man controuls: 
Oft in the bright serene of youthful days. 
Unseen, the demon of destruction plays. 
Let every Muse then wreath for Christian's brow 
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The. niottrnftil cypreis with the laurel bough ; 
Fate'8 Mackegt douda were gather'd o'er his head. 
And bnrsting now, they mix him with the dead. 
How often have I iong'd for some green spot. 
Where not remembering, and remembered not, . 
This beating heart might find a grassy shrine, 
And sleep unnoticed in a shade like thine. , 
Long years, that join the mighty with the weak, 
Have dimm'd the flush upon my fiided cheek, 
And many a dew, and many a noxious damp. 
The daily labour, and the nightly lamp 
Have reft away, for erer reft from him 
The cheering i|ooent, and the active limb ; 
While in my evening path a cloud appears, 
A gloomy prospect for declining years ! 
Hope thou hast told me lies from day to day. 
And sometin{ies led me through a thorny way, 
Where dulness still the unsuocessfiil blames. 
And calumny with industry defiunes. 
Tet to the world I scruple not. to speak* 
Conscious of tailings whne I. know I*m weak» 
To whom adversity, her frown severe. 
Too often seUs experience orer dear. 
Hard-hearted caution, in my open breast 
Ne'er canie for refuge, never was a guest ; 
Hence oft to crafty knaves and Tools a prey, 
No matct^ for either in bis selfish way. — 

Cease to complain ! no more desponding moans ! 
Remember BuTLBR, Otwat, and Camobns! 
Drydjbn apd BuMiMFiBU); Chattbrton, tho' young, 
His plaintive harp now long bath lain unstrung; 
By fete enwrapt in horror's deepest gloom. 
The tuneful asters hov^r o'er his tomb. 
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Sweet as the opmUhgUtmaak KiiKft Whivb 
But dMtk t^tkckm %mbiMA the kadbent I 
Declining iMMbi miA ^orerty, cetnbin'd 
To damp tiiQ vjj^vr of lus niaiily niad ; 

Yet, to tfaft IM^ (rtBl pha^iiiy IMS tbo kjF» 
MildasthehuilB^Ql the morning ray. 
Even Burns, UtiA {dayftil Bard, reiigD'd the lyr#> 
When moluicluily prospeetB damp^4 hfeflre; 
In the gay mom oi hfe bftm«0tly inng. 
The hills and valliya ifritb hit SMUtte mag 1 
Short was the spa» of USb aMtgnVl to BORKS, 
Too soon &te calVd hifl» to fafi &tiior*a tiroii 

Whatever sbato ol Imutt ilk be IUm» 
Bear it with resigMtim, am Mfkiii: 
Safe in the hollow^ otf Jeberi^s faaod^ 
Contentto. fidl by wiliMialM^ litftiid; 
Tet still thl^lNMom >firtth tigr oountry «weHi^ 
No time allayaitv and ft^io^ow quelle; 
In freedom's 8a<»red OiUMd tfit |^ I wMd, 
Nor fear the bobtwt to tli# wor^^ feM ; 
Then let Hva migfity »^wu, tfie^prottdf ^Mbm 
The bumble effofitd of tbtf vitt^swito^ 
Approving conscienoia' Ml direeta Bia idm^ 
Through honmi^l^ohannel tothoport of ftme. 

Let Btron'& Musis Hercatean tefeKMri darei 
And wage with ftMdora'H fOes eternal WM"; 
The several tribes, Hieir numeroui^ tiSea vie*r| 
And fcar no oeiisorQ, wbere^the &et in trtH^; 
Then I wiU< fbUow^ where thou bravely Ieadi9, 
'EhroQgh tangled forests^ or through iowery meadi ; 
111 brave the tempest in its direst fi^ftn^ 
Nor heed the pelting of tbe^ mging^ sterm : 
Even should the LAimSATE charge wiffc all his migllt. 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



WILKINSON'S POfiMS. Ul 

r would notfllttiii Ittft ill llM ttii09»l flgbt ; 

He aoon should find my bow witt Ml tUHtntftg:, 

Nor yet my qfti^t Mfjbg^ul^ httf * 

When through hit mtm fUA diMd 1 8|^d the dart, 

Whioh, witifM by fteedoK^ leeoh'd the A]^iit«^te'ebMa*t. 

i euvy not the L AmtEMfi UptmuUd ckatnitr 

Light 18 the burden of my hUmUe paioi ; 

Few are the waiiti whioh ifanfile iMttttfe briiig« 

She asks no beVelagebut tbi erystal ipHfig. 

In splendid man^a^ kit the mighty reign. 

Their lofty halls o'er look the llow'ry fMtL ; 

For costly viands range through every ifUme, 

And press the vintage itiMi tte s#elUtig vine ; 

Resplendent bondage &o regard eao bring, 

A Byron's heart should digniff the spring: 

Let eent&ng eAik» flibg the vettom^d dmrt. 

Thy Fision stings the reptSes tO thd heart ; 

They spit their te»&m while they erawl along. 

Like serpe^tis wounded by the eutting thong : 

In it I read the we ridUgs of a soul. 

That scorns to flatter, greatr beyond oonth>ui^ 

Ah ! how unHke yim M<Bn star, that lies 

In sombre darkness mder Cimbriaii skies ! 

Ah ! gone for evs^ are fte hap^y hMrs, 

When he with /reecfom rang'd yon verdaut bowetli. 

Late as I roem'd> intent o» nature^i ehalms, 
And leaning where yen oak etfMiiB its iarms, 
I read the rM&^^ thelhllbn ehiefi 
I read ikai FUriim Wtlii prefowAeat gricf ; 
In it I saw no foore-tbe lambent fhuM, 
That plao'dtbeBsfd upon theroll of fate: 
Of all the eraefteg ttings that ere waesMH, 
it is the bi8est» meaiesC of tii^ mean ;. 
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A creeping reptflei bred at m$maum*» shfkie 

With not one spark of origin diWne. 

Ton ask what makes all doubtful notions dtear ? 

Perhaps about iwo hundred pounds a year. 

What makes that false which was prov'd true before ? 

Perhaps my friend about iwo hundred more. 

A wreath of cypress now his brow adorn ; 

Ah ! how pnlike the rosy tints of morn ! 

What is he now ? the pensioned puny thing 

O'er which Lord Byron flaps his eagle wing. 

Adonis brings his fairest wreath for thee, 

For thee the Muses hold a Haram key ; 

To softest strains they tune thy airy lyre. 

The loves and graces sweep the trembling wire ; 

Thou, Sultan like, in the Seraglio stands, 

Where blooming dcunsels wait on love's commands; 

The young desires every bar remove^ 

Imperial grandeur bends to conquering love : 

For thee the Houris wave their kerchiefs green, 

The fav'rite minstrel of love's smiling queen, 

When nitf s'd by Venus in her roseate bower, 

She strew'd thy couch with every fragrant flower; 

Her sportive nymphs, that gambol o'er the lawn» 

Still euird the i^weetest at the morning dawn ; 

The bending cowslip of a golden hue,. 

The silv^ snow drop, and the vi'let blue ; 

Thick new born violets a soft carpf^t spread. 

And the pale pran|rose deck'd thy in&nt bed. 

For thee, in early youth, the Mu^es wove ^ 

A wreath of laurel in the Idalian grove; .: .. 

With watchful fondness o'er thy cradle hung^ 

And tun'd each appent to thy lisping tongue!. 

The bride of Abydos,.thou sweetly sings, . 
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No village minstrel, atthe tun^Ailstriligs: 
Again to.manly strains thy harp is 8ti\in9y 
Firm are the accents of young Selitn's tongue ; 
Bold as the pirate Conrad in the gale, 
When through the gku» he spies the distant mil, 
Then bids the blood-red pennon ware on hi^b, 
Each voice re-echos << conquer note, or die. ** 

In keen Dan Juan^ thy satTrid pen 
Displays the follies of gfrecrf IIMfe inen. 
Fierce as the young Giaour, thou braves the fi^ht, 
And stem Reviewers crouch beneath thy might 
With comments heavy as their leaden brains, 
Sharp is the combat which theise waqps maintdns, 
'Bout nouns and pronouns, just to hear them talk, 
Tou'd think themi learn'd, — ^believe me, — aU a joke. 
They are the dull disciples of a school. 
Long ance exploded by poetic rule ; 
Indifferent to such censors, wrong or right, 
Swiss champions for a living they must fight 
111 natur'd comments may a while prevail, 
" Each country book club bows the knee to Baal; " 
They bend the knee with reverential awe. 
Revere as Gospel the Reviewers' law ; 
They still extol the golden calf of power. 
The idle pageant of the passing hour. 
<< Nipped in the bud by Caledonian gales 
<< The blossoms wither as the blast prevails* ^ 

In lofty strains thou sung of Alva's hall. 
Where Angus mourn'd his first bom early fidl. 
To AWs hall Glenalvon's daughter came/ 
No love for Oaoar had the blue eyed dame ; 
The wing'd arrow, from a brother's bow, 
And barb'd by Mora, hdd-yoiM^g; Oscwr tow : 
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Long time dU Angus fiir his Ikv'rits moofn, 

And long he Jio^'d Us dsfling would return ; 

Then giresMnstnt, ihal Mora shell be led 

To Hymen's alter, and to Allan's bed ; 

He thooght that Osear fitm sovae roving band 

Had met his fiite» not bye brother's hand. 

Then at the noptU faanqnot first is ssen 

The shade of Osoar,hi fafistartan green; 

The gory plnme that wsf'd npon his head, 

A toneh Amereal Av tl» bridal bed 4 

With voiee iood as thehorsting of tfaestoitt, 

«« JTuU is nuf mmrdm^er ! '' shrieks a gastly fimn !! 

No Bard like tfaee eooid draw tfaatawfiil seene. 

Not searing Sonlteys eqnal to the theme ; 

Great are his powers, but not to hun bdong 

The loftiest numbers of the poUsVd song ; 

Though great his pbwefs, they are not ecpud tUne ; 

For thee the Muses keep th^r riohest mine; 

A match for Walter, on his prancing roan, 

<< The golden crested, hanghty Marmioo. " 



STANZAS. 

TO CAPTAIN B^^^T, 
On the death of his Son^ who died M Jamaktk 



Fain would the Mttse afford some kind reflef. 
To cabn the sorrows of parental grief; 
But, ah ! where ean the bealingbalm be fimnd? 
The frame so tsftder, and so ^toep the wonnA ' 
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Each lonely scene recalb to miild 
The yenth who owm yon- lowly bed : 

O^er the green wave tfie sigh is bonie, 
For Um fhe tear la duly died, 



He «6me» not from yon distant bourn ; 

Laments yoath, no more I'll hero 
Thy cheerftd voice,, wfafeh often oharmMi 

•No more must greet iny longing ear. 



Gone for erer are the scenes. 

Of his youthful, happy hours ; 
Still to him fond memory tornsi 

A nd strews his grave with &irest fliHreii. 



His last FcureweU floats on the gale ; 

Te western breezes gently blow. 
And waft that accent to my ear. 

From hfan, whom death haa now laid low. 



Fond Object of parental hop« ; 

What looks of rapture paai'd between ! 
Here let me wipe the ftlling tear, — 
> But why recall the parting scene f 



How mwy inthe Uoom of yodtfi, 
And spirHs Ugh, go to that bbnm, 

In hopes a competence to gain ; 
Few are theiramberw4io return. 

x> 
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Rwr'd oadw Undlt fl^ dmidy ddBi^ 

TlMit Mil nghm ifl tfiMi 
With iui4i?«ifirwi tin OmMm fMa, 



With actiT«gtmigth be mui Mdow'4 
And wMi uuyB sapsrier ttnuigf 

WUoh promb'd wuy a happy day^ 
A llattaying pioipaet ftr tbi y^nqf. 



Not always, la th« IMaef life, 

Do wieathg of oonqaflit crovm the strong; 
The demon ^f deetraotton lowemg 

▲ad like the torvent, ponfe «la«c.. 



I knew a yoatbjhie poiee beat high; 

At glory'eeall he ore«^d the wm% 
And long'd his manly ann te tiy 

In fields of fine among the biave* 



But ruthless firte denied the boon ; 

That tongue whose ament was so eweet. 
That eye which once serenely sbone» 

That noUe heart halii oeas'dio beat 



The burning iirer'siapld ; 

Ah ! 4|Qiokly atep'd his rayhfeath ! 
Gay dreams of youth where ans you new ? 

All .vanish at the approach of todh* 
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«< No iBom bk ^tirt 119 ltf0 ratlHMtlii. 

SMU 4aei nim. thiMVph U6e«i|(, best; 
And Ite imijJB^ tbyMht. irWftb MytaMtbw 



^mPIP<D(D i^ iv ^lfi , 



To the Rt. Hmi. George o'Bri^n Wyn<ihani» 

^ARL OF GGR£MONT, 

And BARON 43f COCKBRMOVTm 



Has thotty though sucjded lU f«ir freedom's breast. 
Exported slavery to the conquered East, 
Pulled down the ^nnuito» India served with dread; 
And nused thyself a greater in their stead ? 
Gone thitfier amn'd and hnngrgr, veUum^dMIt, 
Fed from the liehest yQtQ^ of the motgul* 

COWPBS. 



YON splendid tiirbui, gUtfeeringiacs ibBMiaw, 
Bespeaks a €bi«ftain dKiH'd I9 JSoripiu m^ 
Where Gaages poms iis.swtars to tbe muth^ 
No Prince moee dvrlDg trod indoetan% fkio : 
ForUd 4o dUnki^f XieOe's nisgie «i^^ 
And ^rovalqf lleiMaB'ftpn iw poaaiiH^dwiB* 
ObUvioBlp ifiiight» «M«nB grrtsfiaOaa the 9ioe» 
Or diamonds sparUmg Aqqi Oolooiida'# mine ; 
Mysore^ fi^fiee AMn 90»d«r teiMsliJ8>staiid, 
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Still in idea views Carnatic ifttid ; 
la vain he looks for Angels hovering roand. 
To waft his spirit from the Stygian ground ; 
By British valour from tttie-Mnsnudthrown^ 
Still Iceen reflection paints the fiital morn» 
When from the fervonr of the noon-tide beam. 
The swarthy guards retir'd from Cavery's stream, 
To shady arbours, where green fig-trees vfe 
With groves of citrons for to cool the sky : 
With ripening clusters the luxuriant vine. 
The peachy pomegranate, and the nectarine. 
With palm and olives, form'd a spacious bower. 
And virgin litlies spread their silver flower ; 
The golden lime and orange here were seen. 
On fragrant branches of perpetual green ; 
The date and.melon join'd their leafy shade 
Where the fierce Sultan laid his haughty head. 

Within that ariM>ur now he sought repose, — 
Repose 30 fiBttal, big with dbrefiil woes ! 
In warlike silence the battalions form, 
And wait impatienl^for the dreadful storm; 
Within the lines they rest upon their arms. 
And England's glory every bosom warms : 
Each feels impatient for the promised fight, 
Each feels a hero glorying in his might. 

Then in a solemn, rich, and grand repose. 
By Britons rear'd, the Christian banner rose ; 
Within its ample folds the Gross appears. 
That Cross which pious Christians bathe with team; 
Where «re that ensipi meets the Aui^s bright ray» 
Proud armies maidi, and glory leads tbe^way. 
Britannia her undaunted legloDs led. 
They rush'd, Ike torrents, cross liie Cavery's bed : 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



WlLKlNSON^S POEMS. 2» 

The &tal breach, the foilom hope afldend. 

And shoutsof trinmph thewide ooocMe vend ; 

As if unconscioiis of ibB otmion's roar. 

Onward they niah'd» and plung'd through flooda of gqce. 

To right,— to left,— thejr fought their doubtfol way. 

And many a hero fell thatawfcd day, . 

Collected now, tfie SnHan-s troopaiofqiQaa 
With firm lesislaQce their invading foes; 
Wide spread the flames of war, by adverse anDs,-*r 
Europe and Asia sAiook with fierce alarms ; 
The open fites, by Tippoo's order closed. 
To British troops a steady front opposed. 
See in their front the Moslem standard borne, 
Displays a radiance blazing like the morn ; 
In rubys flaming, the faxa'd crescent seems, . . 
Bright as the lustre of the lunar beams ; 
It was that banner, that Imperial sign. 
Which spread in Asia .with Mahomet's line. 

The Prophet came, bright as the solar ray, 
To teach the nations the unerring way ; 
He rose in splendour like the morning star, 
To wage with Infidels eternal war ; 
The last and greatest of the inspired line, 
In him was vested every truth divine. > 

Whom he absolves, absolved are in heaven ; . . 
To true believers peace and pardon given. 
From the pure source of light the Koran came. 
And distant pationa oanght the holy flame. 
Lel.Oodbeprais'dt tiietrutb^intarnish'dsbiMs, 
Bright as Ijhe luitva 6f the richest nnnes; * 
The holy Koraa every .4ooht remove, . : 
Celestial ensignof eternal loM. . 
The holy Koraii»jinEfttM.«U la imyWf: 
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And leaf by lief to GiMeiitwwglTea; 

The sacnd code of low tiuit angol broQgkt 

Contain'dtbeprwopteMrhMitho Rpopint ta^ghl; . 

To thoM wbo doubled the rovMlod word,. 

He Imdo MaiHNBOt wo the tanpond siroid : 

The Modem chief hii miiaote dkfixy^ 

To prove Irii niflriott In the tee Of day ; 

A word from Uony^t-the withefod'Uws nmaae 

Their ironled twduns and their sommer btooyn ; 

His word bripgi ir4ter for Us wartike flodk> 

Like Moses when he aoiote <be jBi&ty rock; 

The rioliest herbeee smiloB on barren land. 

The wells and cisterns flow at his command^ 

Fresh as the stream that gush'd from Horeb's rock» 

To water Israel's thirsty, fidnting flock : 

In equal parts l|e eat the hinar moon; 

No more vdos voim^d to conrtaioe the oiowa» 

Eternal war on Infld^ to make. 

And drag Hub rwika to the bloody stake. 

That darmg chief oame in a spedoss foraif 

Established systems vaoidi^d in the atohn; 

From nightly visionahemrfiBi'd the word. 

And nations orouch'd beneath his eooqneiiog sword : 

Hki was a spirit of no common aaMmld, . .. 

Both earth and heaven he to bis 9«^iiaries«old I r 

To lies iirst ton'd tfaenneaepactuig eas» 

And then awak'd a lively mse <rf fmr« 

With fid>uloas blende aad ofaimMae Totat, 

Which iU weak JMds and oeiMilfaiieBteTf the bnia:; 

Then, tocompMetheHryetiiiififilBKdyar^ > 

Fixt the rank coward In each Iki^faesi^; ^ ^ 

In prcmiise^— q>lend]d hofes Ibr toys were giwn. 

And endless hoWtayv oflirigti'dift hwren. 
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Where ere hk i^gh^CUi^h (Ooftar) telmi 
The anoieat legen<b perish'ii ki the flamev 

Thus wtui a AUh eitabtbh'd, whfeh pr^dee 
O'er powerful kingdoms, and o'er wa&derifi^ tMbes; • 
Arab and Tartar OYm'd the fift diwte* 
And Afiio's sirarthy s(Mw reeeifd the n^ ; 
Through nineif hemvens ooe ai|^t the FrofbH fle«r» 
His gapingfoilow^rs all bdiev'd it tme. 

My friend, you taiile at mirades like these. 
Nor once reflect Aote much sudi wonders pltai^ ; 
Repealing Tisioas is the sonel akn. 
Which boM enthasiasti take to wiagtfarir game. 
By his example fired, the L AduULT flies, 
And aoaisiriiittphaD't throng^ the aerial rides ; 
In airy regions he unveils that scene. 
The day of jodgaaeal is the awfbl theme; 
With mon than iteortal boMaess seateaoe giTasr-« 
He dooms the patriot, and the oppressor livea 
Had irte aidl'd on him ia his eariy days, 
When he io freedom po«Fd his wahndit lays. 
What would haye been hie doom ? he weH eaa teU» ' 
His TttMrn sends iS^4mmrt all to hdl : 
So vipers, in the boeom bred, begin 
To hiss at tbtt hand wUch flrittDok them ijl ; 
Ingratitude, the woMof hnaang^lfc 
The basestaattMi laaakind osll commit. 
Which, like the siaagaiMl the HeiyGhoBt, 
Has least of hoaoar, and af (suiit «he aioat; 
That sin alone which illoaid act be fofgiima 
On earth, atthodgh parhape It saay in heaven. 
When fate aoatfglis Urn to ibfrsJleatiflnB, 
That gloomy tmufoa iroin arbenee aone latarii, 
I lauably hope (hiitlnaitjr ta Ikha givaa. 
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May be reoorded in the codrt of heaven ;— ^ 
Tes, God fof4>id ! I should the L AtmBAT dooiOr 
To the dread confines of the Stygian gloom ! 
I've' beard it said, another region lies 
Between the Sty^n and Elysian skied, 
Where^ in old times, Apo%taUf soutn Prmmm^tkU 
Enjoin'd a penance, stricter far than Lent $ 
Our brave forefathers thought (perhaps in vain) 
It was a region free from toil and pain, 
Wherein departed souls were to abide, 
UntQ absolved they cross*d the Stygian tide. 
Where Angels waited to conduct them home 
To that bright mansion, the Elysian dome. 
Where fathers, moliiers, sons, and daughters meet^ 
And in kind accents now each other greet 
Even Atlwa'ID, founder of a noble line. 
His fathers wondiip'd at great Woden's shrine ; 
With mighty Hengist his fore&thers came. 
And from Wymondham rose the Wyndham name : 
Hengist, the first of Anglo Saxon Kings, 
To Thor and Woden's altar homage brings ; 
Nor to them only was devotion done, 
He rear'd rich altars to the rising sunl 
The Druid, Roman, and the Saxon's shrine. 
In different ages, each was deem'd divine. 
There was a time, when in the leafy shade. 
Our brave fore&tiiers their devotions paid ; > 
No lofty temple crown'd the verdant scene. 
Where stood the Druid of exalted mien ; 
He never grasp'd the firstlings of the flock, < 
Nor took the ^reaper's ready gathered shock; 
Great the oppression to the industrious hind, 
When $lem iiiheprociora teke their clidm in kind ; 
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\ do not wish to see their masters want, 
Nor yet their tables of g<>od viands scant, 
A competence theiir l&bours justly claim, 
But free will offeMngs should suffice the same. 

The rising sun upon tiid temple beams, 
And whispering angels prompt the Druid's themei ; 
With nature's volume open 'to his view^ 
His precepts simple, and his niorals ti^ue : 
Then in impressive, haUow'd accents prays, 
To lead the wanderers from their erring ways ; 
Prophetic warnings to their minds recall, 
Elijah's mantle on the Druids fall. 
Through many ag^s, th^y stood itk the breach 
Oppos'd to vi<^, — plain moral truths to teach ^ 
*rheir high injunctions were the public law, — 
No wrangling lawyers there to find a flaw : 
The priest and legislat6r iSrmly stood, 
Explain'd his precepts for the public good \ 
While humble hearers adoration bring, 
In silent praise to God, — fit offering. 
No hypocrite was seen with crabbed fiiec^. 
No new made convert tortur'd into grace. 

Shades of my fathers ! round your hallow'd liriis^ 
The vestal fire in all its glory biifns ; 
When #ill the morning of the grave arrive. 
Or those who slumber in the dust jpevive ? 
Here lofty thotights and earthly cares are drown'd^ 
Where angfels hovering, guard the sacred ground ; 
That pious thought puts every care to flight. 
And &ncy rears your altars to my sight : 
The rustic altar, rising in review^ 
I hail as Moslems do their Alia But 
When from the loftjf minaret they h^r 
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That solemn sonndy which charmB the Iktening ear; 
No Grbthic temple with long glooming aisles — 
AU^natore loyely, round the altar smiles. 
Beneath the oak's green foliage it stood. 
The sacred temple was the lettfjf wood; 
Nor was their wanting melody of song, 
The^feather'd warblers join tho rocal throng : 
Here the sweet warblers on each lofty spray^ 
Their pare devotion to Jehovah pay. 

Then let us not our lathers' creed deride^ 
Nor with fabe pride their early tenets chide ; 
Fr<|m hearts devoot their orisons still sprang. 
And moral precepts graced the teacher's tongue 
Let not our children with opprobrious names, 
Of Heathen, — Infidel, — ^brand their remains ; 
Unmeaning cant which zealots only use, 
Moslem to Christian, — Christians to the Semi^ 
Whatever creed be taught, or land be trod, 
Man's conscience is the oracle of God : 
Weak as I am, yet in the gap m stand. 
To gaard these relics of my native land ; 
To guard with reverence ages long gone by. 
And view their altars with. a filial eye. 
** This truth at least the public will allow^ 
** No dearth of Bards can be comphdn'd of now ;^ 
*< The loaded press beneath her labour groans, 
«< And Prmfera' Denils shake their weary bon^k "' 
While my weak couplets cram the loaded shelves^ 
And #*##*» stanzas shine in hot press'd twelves f 
One common I^the waiis each hapless Bard» 
And peace be with you, 'tis your best reward : 

« By glory urged, from Wyndham's fiur domaioy 
^ And regions border 'd by the eastern mainr"^ 
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To Alfred's aid the gaUant Aylwaid led 

His warlike yassals, who to arms were bred, 

To aid that Prince, who stiU unriTall'd shone, 

Whose yirtues^shed a lustre round the throne ; 

Bellona's bloody banner wav'd in air. 

She bids the armies for the field prepare ; 

E'en now fond fancy sees the warlike train. 

Sees Danes and Saxons on the hostile plain. 

From massy columns form the embatti'd line. 

Where files unnumbered in bright armour shine. 

Fierce as the lightning, with the dreadful lance. 

The saxo^ troopers to the charge advance ; 

Prepared to meet the shock the Dane appears : — 

See ! the two armies shake their blood stam'd spears! 

To the fierce combat rush the daring brave, 

And smile when glory lays them in the grave. 

In glory's lap the dying lay their head, 

Sweet are their slumbers on that noble bed ; 

O'er their remains humanity still mourns, 

Though &me's loud trumpet echos round their urns : 

The conflkjft fiiUy equal'd Cannoe's fight. 

Or fam'd Pharaslia's Uoody deluged night 

'Twas Aylwaid's &le to &U, with many a Thane, 

When Wiltott^ field was won by the fierce Dane ; 

Not unavenged he fell,— in life's proud close, 

Around him lias a heap of bleeding foes. 

Oh ! Saxons ! let not cruel bands pro&ne 

The relics of your noble leader skdn ! 

Let not your bravest warriors die m vai$f 

Let not the vietorsIoBgiii peace remain. 

While Allied shads the silent nwnly tear. 

Upon the saered aoatm to freedom dear. 

Lamented martyr^ ib thy coointry's canse, 

« Thou bleeding victim for her rights and laws ; " 
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Well might great Alfred kneel with pious zeal, 
O'er thy pale corse which fell for England's weal ; 
That honour'd corse was to Wymondham borne, 
And the loud requiem chanted many a moruj^ 
By friends who often drop'd a pious tear, 
For holy friendship was a mourner here. 
Above his urn was seen the plume and shield ; 
Which Aylwaid wore on Wilton's fatal field ; 
And o'er the sculptur'd tomb an eagle hung, 
As if prepar'd to guard her callow young. 

Now gentle sleep conveys him to the plain, 
Where, chief of warriors, Odin holds his reign ; 
Where all that pour'd their blood in manly fight. 
And fell like heroes in their country's right, 
Are haii'd by Odin and his veteran band. 
To share the pleasures of the Elysian land. 
Here the sweet violet and labernum grows. 
The woodbine wild, and wild the blooming rose j 
On every bush they hear the linnet sing. 
The thrush, and blackbird hail the genial spring, 
The Minstrel sung the splendour of that dome, 
Where, after death, the Saxon warriors roam ; 
On laureird plains they mix in warlike games, 
Or range where Frea &n8 the softer fliames. 
Here blooming damsels in gay circles lead 
The gallant warriors to the enamell'd mead, 
There in sweet converse pass the social hours, 
Love smiles perpetual in V^halla's bowers ; 
The Houris come, their kerchiefs green they wave,. 
And with fond kisses welccnne all the brave ; 
For them soft zephyrs fen the waving trees. 
For them waft odours on each genial breeze ; 
^ Ti» here the nymphs the gallant herpes meet. 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



WILKINSON'S POEMS. 37 

And strew the pink and rote beneath their feet; 

Here flowers, from every clime, attract tlie eye, — 

Here groves of myrtle fiui tiie Elj^n sky, 

Where birds of every note and every wing 

Their loves responsive through the branches sing. 

On meads reclin'd of ever verdant gtecay 

Where spring eternal aids the glowing scene, 

Where every bloommg flower unites its aid 

To throw fresh beauties round the Elysian^glade; 

Who fall in battle pass their joyous hours. 

Or range with heroes through the happy bowers : 

In Odin's hall they fill the spacious bowl, . 

That lifts to rapture every warrior's soul ; 

In that fam'd hall loud shouts of mirth resound. 

The spark'ling beverage in the skulls goesTOund ; . . 

Valhalla's dome resounds with martial notes. 

And round the walls the song of battle floats. 

Of Aylwaid's martial deeds the Minstrel snng,-^ 
To warlike, deeds his airy harp he strung ; 
Careless of polish'd ornament, and proud 
To differ from the motley sing-song croud. 
His lofty notes fiU'd the Baronial hall. 
And war's rude armour deck'd the trophy'd wall ; 
Their fathers' martial prowiess calls to mind. 
To rouse the valour of the slumbering hind ; 
Recites their ancient leg^:ids of renown. 
When warlike Odin wore the Saxon crown : 
Of other, times, i^nd other heroes told, 
Whose daring deeds the Bards had long enroll -d ; 
To daring deeds they listen with delight^. 
And long to try their prowess in the fight ; 
For now, extended o'er the wide domlun, 
|jay the fierce legions of the invading Dane, 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



38 WILKINSON'S POEMS. 

He song of AUt^A'a gloiy add reHown, 
The beat and braTOrt tbat ere wore a orowB ; 
Not in the firid ahme that hero ahone, 
On freedom's bafie ha rear'd the regal throne ; 
Crowna of tbonealYes he knew were wipiy thuigf» 
The good of tubfeeia was the end of Kings; 
It was reaetv'd for hiter times to Own, 
That monstrous faith^^Ae manjf made for one. 
The Minstrel poured snch energy of song, 
As rous'd the fierceness of the youthftd throng ; 
And moob they lodg'd in some contested fields 
To wield the swords the battle axe, and slueld ; 
Not like inglorknia mortals die at horne^ 
And be exelnded from Valhalla's domei 
Wheia allar death eadi mom they join the %ht» 
And at rioh faanquete with the brare at night ; 
From the pate vintage of the swelling vine. 
They qiia£F large goblets of the richest wine ; 
Then to complete the beauty of the soene» 
Bewitching damsels wave their kerchiefr green : 
Salubrious climate ! tree from oaitr or pain, 
Where Saxon warriors shall with Odin reign^ 
And be united to that dajtiiig bandi 
Which warlike Hengist settled in this land. 

In lofty sAraina he stimulates the brave^ 
Hopie dieers the axdent» warms the feudal shive; 
With stronger oenre ihey rush amid the light, 
And fall or coQqtter in their oouotiy'^ right. 
Now other tiipes^ aad other oUefe aaeceeds^ 
No more thc^ AftMtrei anga ih&r fiithen^ deeds; 
In the BarMitl hsU no Bard iaasen, 
To string his ]MM|t feir ohieft of lofty meio. 
No warltke.trophi«s.ii#w adom iH ^idt>> 
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Where hung the bagtei ready for to OftU 

The hardy vasBal to the tented field* 

To rear the baiiiier, or to bear the abield.— 

Too moikr-4he Bard has lowikU IndkM th^mcr-- 
It may be sOf for poets often dream ; 
Like truant school boys, they wQl iometioieB ruigo 
Free as gay females who delight in change 
Admonlsh'd now, I tuf n with all my mSght» 
And isel the boldest when I join tibe flght 
I cannot btonch my bark npon tiio tide 
Withoat a compass that frail bark to gaide ; 
Bat in the tented field I wheel and form 
My mde nnpolish'd nnnd)ei)s for the storm : 
Whether on hobbling feet my lame rerse goes* 
Or soft and smooth in CMy numbers flows ; 
Whether the lines in ribyme and sense chime patf 
Tome, as Falstaff says, <' all's one for that " 
Tet still I own, that not to me belong 
The pointed numbers of the poUdi'd song; 
To brave the marling criiic will demand 
«< A keener weapon and a mightier band ; '' 
** That coward brood, who mangle aa Oyty prey 
** By brilisb iastinct all tbat croAs their way« '' 
Like savage wolves that atiU In dajrknees prowl* 
And scare the traveller with tbc^ hideons bawL 
I range the camp» the bastion, mpA the niine» 
And trace each nuov^nent of the emJiatU'd Une^ 
Mark the close ambudi in the deep raviMf 
Where lies fierce warrSoi9» sooner Mttiiw mmf 
Recount how dauntle^ midst the or«A ef waTt 
Britannia's ebi^ her oanae refajsfless bona $ 
How her fierce foes tfa^ pboioest legions ledr 
And how before her arms their le^ni fled ; 
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On Gangei and on Indus shores resound. 

How British valour was by rictory crown *d, 

Despairing captives their detiverem baii'd; 

When freed from dungeons where they long had ^ail'd i 

Despairing captives hail'd them from the coasts, — 

They rush'd to conquest led by British ghosts. 

Calm is the noon, the burning lamp of day 
From hill to hill pursues it circling way, 
Red pours the Cavery's stream down yonder steep, 
And through the valley spreads with murmering sweep. 

The fiery crescent fiercely wav'd on high, 
Like meteor streaming down the stormy slcy, 
Wing'd lil^e the Simoom from the burning sands. 
It rose in blood and deluged distant lands ; 
It rose in blood with mighty Omar's line, 
And wild enthusiasts hail'd the gift divine. 
Their swords converted to the Moslem foith 
Unnumber'd myriads of the hutnan race; 
Like a devouring whirlwind it came. 
All and Omar fimn'd the lava flame ; 
Like rapid torrents raging as they cotne, 
. When the volcano tears the mountain's womb. 
Foaming o'er reason's firm and rock-built mouhds^ 
Disdaining every check of moral bounds ; 
Afric and Asia crouch'd beneath the rod. 
And Europe trembled at stem Omar's nod. 
From Mecca's shrine the Sultan's banner came^ 
That shrine held sacred to Mahomet's name t * ' 
Within its ample folds emboss'd their lies 
Lines from the Koran of illumin'd dyes : 
Inspired by this, each Moslem fhrious braves 
The fiery tempest, rolling on like waves. 
To those who AtU^Hhe Prophet's word is g^ven, 
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Houri and endless holidays in. hearea; 
Embalm'd with perfumes, that Arabia yields. 
From thence transported to the Elysian fields, - 
Celestial Houris croud the hea^renly gate. 
And Moslem Angels op the Prophet wait. 

At creeds like this the Indian Brahmin raves^ 
And dooms the eoiils whipb Mepca's Prophet saves 4 
Like unbelieving Jews, in Nazajreth born, 
With scoffing taunts the Moslem faith they scorn. . 
For Christians only Peter waits in state, 
At. the bright portal of the heavenly gate ; 
While Israel's crafty sons, in Bethlehem- born,, 
Pro&nely laugh the. Christian creed to scorn. 

To face the jsun, — ta beat the azure sky, — 
Demands an eagle's wing, an eagle's eye. 
Tho' science teach, tho' mild religion warm, 
What wild ideas are we apt to form ! 
Imperfect embryos of the human brain, 
That strives to scale the lofty heavens in vain ; 
Too short to reach beyond yon starry sky. 
The piercing focus of the mental eye ; 
Too cold the zealot's most transporting zeal, 
To paint what boundless heavens and light conceal. — 
But stay, my Muse, nor further trace the theme. 
Leave all their tenets to the One Supreme ; 
To Him whose mercy boundless as his love. 
Supreme on earth, and infinite above. 

Now man to man the fiirious squadrons meet, 
A scene of carnage deluges the street ; 
Like the fierce light'ning flaming vollies flew, 
Unnumber'd warriors every volley slew : 
With not more fury on the Trojan plain 
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Conflietiiig armies saw Sarpedon slain. 
See ! where the Sultan still his life expose. 
And smiles dedance to surrounding foes ; 
Descending' ftirioos, like the northern storm, 
The sword ofTippoo did his foes deform. 
With not mo^6 vengeance, on the Latian plain. 
Bold TtiMt^ Vaged for Camilla slahi. 

Piiibe \d^[)kH fight; nor shall the odious name 
That marks tli^ coward, brand the Sultan's &me : 
He brtlV^^ tti^ foe, and dares to try their force, 
Hindoostan's warriors follow him of course ; 
They blow fbr^blow return, and wound for wound. 
And heapy tif bodies raise the level ground ; 
Resolv'd dii^'A^ath, impatient of disgrace, 
And where o^e falls another takes his place. 
All breathing *^eath, around their chief they stand, 
A grim, teihriffic, formidable band. 
Like the grim lion, now he speeds his pace, 
The savage monarch of the forest race ; 
Through all ihe horrors of the raging fray 
He cuts with' mrious arm his eager way. 
<< Where this but falls, some noble life expires, 
*« Its stroke "ffiakes orphans, bathes the cheeks of ares, 
^nStfefe^^^Alriin purple, gluts the birds of air. 



<« And IfeSm Wch objects as distract the feir. '* 

If daring ^Stirage gives thy soul delight. 
Behold theX^j^Vrior in the thickest fight ; 
Embodied close, Hindoostan's swarthy train 
The fier^i^i^Vfefibck of British troops sustain ; 
The best and boldest of the Moslem band, 
A warlike t^ii^^Ib, round the Sultan stand. 
No prince like Tippoo, Asia's thrones could yield 
To marshal arfties in the tented field; 
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Th' extended line of battle to display. 
And form the warlike eolumng in array : 
To view the combat with a warrior's eye. 
When thundering bullets whiz along the sky ; 
To mark the moment for the furious charge, 
Nor let the horsemen range too much at large ; 
The squadrons on each flank their station keep, 
To break the adverse line or column deep ; 
To die or conquer, proves a hero's heart. 
And knowina thisy eachknews a soldier's part 
Now troops on troops press on the feinting- chief, 
Forc'd he fiills back, but looks not for relief; 
Now stain'd with blood his tempered blade he shakes, 
The victors saw, but not one Briton quakes ! 
Fierce was the fight, while yet the Moslem powers 

i;<>X Mil" "' * 

Maintained the walls, and mann'd the Haram towers ; 
On every rampart brav'd the fierce alarms, — 
The crouded bastions blaze with shining, arms : 
Each lifts his sabre for a noble blow. 
Nor fears the vaunting of the daring foe. 
On every. side now grim destruction pours. 
The streets are deluged with the bloody showers : 
Death is the worst, a fate which all must try. 
And for ou)r country, 'tis a bliss to die. 

The Sulj^i^'s tf oops a thick retreat maintains, - 
*« Wedg'd in one body like a flight of cranes, 
^' That shriek incessant, while the falcon, hung 
^^ High on ppiz'd jpinions, threats their callow young. 
To guard the H^ri^m, yet the warriors pour 
The flaming volleys, firom each lofty tower. 
On every tower are young Sultanas seen 
Breathing defiance in their haughty mien ;. 
Nearer the sud'sJbright orb they well niay claim 
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Sublimer courage and a fiercer flame : 

The magic of their radiant eye oft gains 

The haughty conqueror for to wear their chains; 

In that soft warfare, where they rule alone. 

And sit triumphant on their silken throne ; 

When on the splendid Ottoman is seen, 

The powerful Sultan and Circassian Queen. 

Hiiidoostan's glowing dames with fury burn'd. 
To see their altars and the throne o'erturn'd ; 
To see the Chrii^tian banner, (deem'd profane,) 
Float on the summit of Love's hallowed fane ; 
To see their warriors gasping on the ground, 
To hear the flaming temples crash around ; 
To see a band of rovers from the main 
Bring desolation stalking in their train. 
In rain heaven spread so wide the swelling sea, 
Vast watery barrier ! yet they come to thee ! 
They come to thee, a keen rapacious band, 
Hungry as leeches from their native land ; 
They come to thee, to rule the. wide domain, 
Which Europe claims on Asia's arid plam ; 
To rake up wealth, which avarice had consign'd 
In midnight vi^ons to the sordid mind. 
When will that day, that happy day arrive, 
When man with man, nor land with land shall strive ; 
Compani6ns, neighbours, brothers of this ball. 
Good will and charity uniting all; 
Nor Asia longer shew by Ganges waves, 
European tyrants and their crouching slaves ? 

The Sultan falls !— that Sullan &m'd afar 
For manly cotirage and a thirst for war. 
Fierce raged the conflict round the hero dead, 
And heaps on heaps by mutual wounds they bled ; 
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He call'd aloud to Mahomet for aid> 
A short, but fervent, prayer to Alia made ; 
He fell from wouuds by Christian soldiers givcrn^ 
The surest passport to the Moslem hearen. 

No more he views the lamps that proudly shines 
Upon the minaret and holy shrine ; 
To him, the Ramazan's last sun hath set| 
When lamps unnumbered light each minaret ; 
The Moslem hails that evening with delight^ 
And cannons thunder through the joyful night. 
Severe privations in the solemn &st 
Are all forgotten, — " novsr the peril's past '* 
With pious fortitude their penance borne, 
The feast long look'd for, ushers in the morn ^ 
Through all the regions of the boundless East, 
They hail with rapture the Bairam feast ; 
Like the Venetian Carnival of old, 
Where pleasure floated^ borne on wings of gold4 

No more he seeks the temple's lofty dom^, 
Where his fierce eyes in pious triumph roam ; 
When in the sacred Mosque he joins the throng. 
And True Believers chant the orison. 
His foes no more shall feel that sword display'd, 
Which shone like light'ning through the thickest shade ; 
That sword which oft had pierc'd the deep array 
Of Britain's columns on that well fought day: 
No more that sword, shall thin the files of war. 
There the bold soldier wins bright honour's soar. 
No longer Alia nerves his powerful arm, — 
The magic characters have lost their charm. 
Where was Medina's Prophet when the wound 
Laid Tippoo breathless on the bloody ground ? 
His lofty soul disdain'd a shameful fligbt)^^ 
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He fell a warrior in the &tal fight : 
Some hand unknown laid the proud Sultan low, 
His life and'ebpire vanish'd at the blow. 
In vain Mahomet sends his Angels down, 
From thtilt^bflght mansions with the warrior's crown ; 
In vain for him celestial Houris wait, 
In vain for him they croud the heavenly gate, 
Adieu the Mlisnud ; — from that fatal morn, 
No more he mounts his blood-cemented throne. 
The bird df Eden, with expanded wing. 
Overspread the Musnud of Mysore's proud king ; 
Its plumage fiam'd refulgent as the beam 
Which Sol at noon-tide darts on Indus' stream : 
The throne ^#ith diamonds blaz'd, stupendous mould ! 
Hircanian %eTs rav'd in burnish'd gold ; 
«< With starry gems the purple curtains shin'd, 
*^ And ruby flowers and golden foliage twin'd 
^^ ArounA'the ^ver pillars ; high o'er head 
" The bird of Paradise its radiance shed. " 
From India's t^hoicest looms his mantle shone, 
And his tdghttirban flam'd with precious stone. 
From the # Zenana female warriors came. 
Fierce as Camilla in the field of &me; 
They -UeM the'dying Sultan in their arms, 
And hi£r jastmoments soften'd by their charms. 
No more Htndoostan's glowing dames await 
The Sultan'r^fntrance at the palace gate { 
No more fai9 favourite nymphs attendant spread 
The broad palmetto o'er his haughty head ; 
No more with 'them he treads yon lemon grove, 
Wheie smfling loves and blooming pleasure rove; 
No more in Ujon verse sweet they press the bower, 
♦ Tlir HXRAM of the Eastern Monarchs. 
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Where blushing; roses spread their scented flower : 

Circassicui odours a rich fragrance shed. 

And flowers unnumber'd form'd the well known bed 9 

Here laughing hours pass jocund on the wing.; 

tiere the. green myrtle breathes perpetual qpring. 

Ah! who can boast he never felt the fires 

Of youth exulting in the young desires, 

When he beheld the breathing roses glow, , 

And the soft heavings of the living snow ? 

Nor let th(Q| prudish few as folly scorn. 

This genuine pfMsion^ nature's eldest born. 

No more the Sultan plants his eunuch's ra^nd 
To guard the confines of love's hallow'd ground ; 
No longer Britons in his dungeons moan. 
Where galling fetters made the captives groan* 
He doom'd his captives to the caverns dim, 
Where dwells the tiger and hyseQagrim: 
How many gallant youths in manhood's Uoom, < 
From that fierce tyrant met an early tomb ! 
He doom'd his captives to the tigers' den, 
A fiite more dreadful ne'er awaited men : 
For which base act, sent to the Stygian coast, ^ 
The fiend ambition haunts his feUen ghost. 
/^ When fame's loud trump hath blown her noblest H^% 
<^ Though long the sound, the echo sleeps at b^t,-^ > . . 
*^ And glory, like the phcenix midst her fires, 
;^' Exhales her prdours, blazes, and expires. " 
" And now the burning sun had sunk to rest, 
Hope, mix'd with fear, Qssail'd the soldier's breast ; 
Lest in retracing the ensanguin'd plain, 
A &iihful friend they view among the slain. 
With tender care, rdief the wounded gave, 
And to the dead, an honourable grave; 
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This done, some of the Regiments move along, 
And the white tents receive the conquering throng ; 
There wearied natnie seeks relief in sleep, 
Lamenting friends their mournful vi^ls Iceep. 
Strength is deriv'd from spirits and from blood, 
And these augment with rest and generous food ; 
No valiant son of Mars without that stay. 
Can last a hero through a single day ; 
Deprived of these, his boasted courage fails. 
By these refresh'd, he braves the fiercest gales. 



■ ■ ^•" 



NOTES. 
f' ■' ■ ' 

Page 29.— :!%« Prophei came, ^c. These lines 
were wrote lb give the reader an idea of the first chapter 
of the Koran. It shews the confidence they have in the 
divine origin ef liheir tenets. 

Page Sli. — Even Aylwaidy 4*e. Aylwaid the Saxon 
chief, founder of the nbble family of W3ncidliam, had 
•liis domain at Wymondham, in Norfolk ; he fell fighting 
against the Danes, at Wilton, early in Alfired's reign. 

Page 9%.— Are haU*d by Odin. The unsettled 
state of Europe in the early ages, was a snfBdent reason 
for onr Saxon forefathers to adopt that system of theo- 
logy, which apjpeared the most likely to keep .up an 
enthusiastic attachment for mOitary exploits. The ap. 
peal they made to the senses, was well adapted to make 
an impression on uncultivated men. Every tlung 'they 
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deemed valiiablB on earth was promiaed tbem in beaveii) 
prorkled they fell in battte, or bad rendered eminent 
services to their coonntry . v So powerfiil a sttmulus had 
the desired effect; in the field death' was disarmed of 
his terrors. 

Page 45.— The Bairam feast A feast celebrated 
by Mahometans, a£tttr. the fest of Ramazan. It holds 
three days, during which no work is done, but presents 
are made to one another with the utmost expressions 
of joy. If the day after Ramazan' prove so cloudy as 
to hide the new moon, it is put off to the day following, 
when it begiiis, though the obscurity continue. At the 
celebration of this feast, in their mosques, they close it 
with a solemn prayer for. the conversion of Infidels. 



To the Members of the Holy Alliance. 

■ ■II ■■■■! M H t. ^M ^ « ,.*m.m ■ - i*. . i * I, 

Be he viUian, be he fool, • 
Still to hold despotic rule, 
Trampling on his slaves with scora ; 
This is to be nobly bora. 

' , Wretched is the infont^s lot, - 
Bom within the straw-roord cot ! 
Be he i^eneronSy wise, or brave, 
He most only be a slave. 

When Adam delv'd and Eve span 
Who was then the genUeman ? 

Sonthey^s Wat Tyler. 

SEiE ! yon tyrant, doib'd in purple, 
Fai the «#«#*• throne of state ; 

Think on his detested splendor, . 
Purchas'd by a father's fate. 
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Wtet! eoiddoolllidtisBof mrtm^ 
On liitti hM odgllt reftmlii) 

FfMi fold imifd^r asd lebellibttt 
To vmrp a l^ittidiig reign ? 



His paviliod, potr^r, and grtttidear. 
Rears high d'er Hie Baltto watre ; 

At his footstool, fortane'd iiltolofi, 
Flattery kneels, a fiiwning stave. 



$p6ll the Thieyard, wMe fbe ke^p^ft» 
Tend their harttdesB danee aM ibttg ; 

^ressibe vintage ene ihey reach H; 
Wicked fortune crowns the strong. 



In yonr gfided gaHey g^ing. 
Urge thro' Hfe yonr pfres^ood wtiy ; 

See the deathfhl tempest lovrering, 
Grimly wl&Mii ik evmh^g prey. 



Peace and hope, M^t imkSA of virtue, 
Shidl be straogera to thy breast; 

Remorse and feair, terror's deiitfdns, 
l$fiH diall rob thy coach of ^^st 



Reitten OS yta pwride ooochefei^ . 
Deep rmiMseyimr geifimafriin ; 

Fear, with jeaMinly ceiiibiBinBrr 
WjTtethes l«i glitterilijs Miwli with pc^ 
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Neitber gprudmr boot g$f pleamursst 

Can the dflBpofs fimoy please; 
Vain Ua^greatneH^ vain Us spleiidar, 

WJmtbemMisnotati 



Ah! crael blow to bmano pride! 

That all the sveeti of life grow sour ; 
Stern paio and pleafsore oloee aUieBf 

Within life's transitoiy hour i 



All the riches of an empire 
WiU not inward fears control ; 

AU the waters of the ocean 
Will not wash the gnUty sooL 



With a band of servile flatterers 
Let ]F<Mir chariots shake the plain ; 

StBl you are but human butchers> 
Dealeia in nrisMy and pain. 



Patriots {Hning in yon dungeons, 
Dooni'd by you for to endnre 

Heart aches, while you roll at ease 
You cave not, if your wealth's secure. 



Think upon his wretched state, 
Dnom'd to draw corrapted breath. 

In a narrow gloomy^cell ; 
Filth and fette]» lead to death. 
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Lost for ever aire the scenes. 
Of his ybatfafiil happy hoari ; 

-Still retdming niemory roves, 

And strewfr his cell witii frncy's flowem. 

A short respite to his woe 

Comes o'er his bewilder'd brain : 

Soon, too soon, the phantom flies, — 
AU is nnsery and pain. 



Oh ! may I lire to see the day, 
That hnrls tyrants frem their thrones^; 

When freedom'bares her red-right arm, 
In jt^ce to the Patrioti' groans. 



G^LLI^,^1792, 



That Tree, beneath whose shade the sons of men 
Shall pitch their tents in peace. 
Brissot mnrder'd, and the blameless wife 
Of Roland ! martyr'd patriots, spirits pure, 
Wept by the good, ye fell! yet still survives, 
Sown by ydm toU, and by yoar blood manured, 
The imperishable Tree ; and still its roots 
Spread, and strike deep. 

.^utiHgr's Joan of Arc. 



FROM themes too lofty for a bard so mean, 

The muses beckon to a diflR»«nt scene : 

From that fam'd hall where veteran warriors dwell, 

I turn reluctant to Hie glades of hell ; 

But, Oh ! what muse, and iU what powers of song. 
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Can trace the torrent as it ponrs along ? 

To the loud tamult and the barbarous cry, 

All hell re-echo6 and the deeps reply ; 

Heaven in toad thunder notes the hkleoiiajo!and» 

And wide beneath them groans the infernal groMd. 

Led on by Danton's savage shade, they view 
September's cruel horrors Meed anew ; 
Where neither youth nor innocence could save 
The numerous victims from an early grave: 
Now the loud Tocsin sounds the slaughtering knell. 
What numbers suffered, Gallia thou canst tell ! 
Resolv'd, the mock tribunal tiiey ascend 
Sentence to give, not virtue to defend ; 
Where innocence and beauty pleads in vain. 
Before the leaders of a cruel train. 
Around, in heaps on heaps, a dreadful wall 
Of carnage rises as the victims Ml : 
Before the altar see yon Prelates jstend. 
The hallow'd crosier in their better hand ; 
For absolution see them humbly kneel. 
To heaven confessing with a holy zeal ; 
Their looks directed to the cross on high 
Upheld by Angels leaning from the sky : 
The sacred chalice to their lips ihey prest. 
And hope, sweet cherub, calm'd each manly breast ; 
In hopes the sacrament of christian love. 
Might be their passport to the realms above ; 
The mystic sign upon their foreheads drawn, 
Invoking mercy from the eternal throne; 
That heavenly attribute from Gaul was fled. 
The aflBassins streteh'4 them on the heaps of dead. 

Equality, thon fkir but specious name, 
On which fliy votaries buQd their publiefiimej 
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Id tby firm grasp 4hiH» Md 4he GalB^ laadt 
The polish'd Orders pecifib'd by Iby band : 
Even Lambalie's bemteous farm no mercy Ibopdir-- 
Barbaijap iftf)n«tei8 ga^e tbe deadly wouiid ; 
Tb^ioMurdoriBg^teel iMra^tnl&esthat loTdy bead. 
Where Yemi» bUi9 \m Uoombig graces «[ireed ; 
Tme to her mistr^asi with ber latest breatb 
She blesa'd AutonieUi^ ere she rank in deaib ; 
Now on her lips was death's pale iomge q[>ready-^ 
How ftom bar ^he^ the blooming rose was fled; 
The shades of ttigbt at oi»09 o'ercast ber eyas» 
Then Angels bear bar te fiir happier skies» 
Where, free from oare» the martyr spirits rore 
Among the worthies of the Elysian grove : 
Near to Antoniette, LambaUe rests bBt bead. 
Sweet are thjoir slumber on yon flowery bed ; 
Btere spring with noTisr ftduig vardive blooms,-^ 
Here scented breevessoatter rich perlamesy 
Fair Uoomhig bare eetestial sweets exhale ; 
The rose of Eden sooiles in erery vale : 
The immortal # TweiKty«two» here paai tbmr hoiU9» 
Or range witk Bfiseot, 'midst ambrosial flowers : 
Here Brissot and CoddoffC^rtt patriot shades ! 
Still wander jEieiandfy tbrougb the happy glades ; 
No flam disturbed them atlheir latest ttarM, 
Prepar'd, they wel^om'd the impaadiiE^ blow : 
Tie princely shade ^f § Eaghieik hovers ber9> 
Lamented vmff^tf pi^ drpeps a toarf 
lUustrioQs heir of Oodde's noMe lia0> 

* Bnssol and twenty-oQe member/s of thp National Assembly, 
who Btdtettd n^ftb 1^ tm't^ sbalfeld. 

' / . ' 
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In whom the virtu«» of thy boose Jidat shine : 
Appal'd thy midnight morderecs well might 08eni« 
The &tal torch«^ht oast a mournlul gleam ; . 
While meroy, shuddering at the hideous view» 
Her head averted, from the soene.witfadrew ; , 

Then stern oppression rear'd her belefiil head. 
With erery virtue heaven«bom mercy fled. 
Who ? — ^who is he ?-«--oomes totf ring o'er the pban ! 
His staff can soaroe his feeUe Imdw sostain ! 
It is the Prinoe of Conde«— yes 'tis he. 
Thy aged grandsire, he had none but thee ; 
Till now, he knew not of the fiital wound 
Whieb laid his offspring lifeless on the ground. 
Thy son is gone, weep, noble Bourbon weep. 
Low lie the dead, and heavy is their sleep ; 
E'en now fond fimoy sees at evening gloom, 
A weeping cherub hover o'er his tomb. 

The BobrbMt shades a noUe Ime compose ; 
Here rests Antoniette from a world of woes ; 
** Uplifted hands her lofty neck surround, 
<« To hide the purple of a cirdlng wound ; " 
Close by her side, her son rediues his head, 
Though young, he'snumber'd with the illustrious dead : 
Around their couch attending angels wait. 
By mei^ cnrder'd to condole tboir Ihte. 
Bourbons still inonm the Miack and direfill hour. 
That took froed Lduis life and rognl powei" ; 
With his lov'd sistef , who diedieut bow'd 
Her head submissive to the barbarous croud. 
Who savage Uke» eaLOlting in the shew, 
Saw their pure blood in crimson tortwte flow; 
With many a paifiet ui base triumph led. 
The friends of GaUia on Uie^mffoM bled. 
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Among the barbarous croud there ini:x'd some few^ 
Who shed bright drops of pity^s holy dew. 
The fierce Santerre, gives the fiital word, — 
The monarch lies beneath the murdering sword ! 
Son of Saint Louis ! angels hov'ring round, 
Will bear thy spirit from the bloody ground ; 
On cherub wings the immortal spirit flies, 
And, in a moment, gains serener skies. 
See, see, the tuneiul Nine attempts in vain 
To view him further than yon starry plahi ! 



-ooo- 



STANZAS. 

TO FREEDOM. 



Can I view, without angniaby. my children Of labour, 
Unann'dy unprotected, nor means of rescue. 
Fall a prey to the ruthless and blood-smoaking sabre. 
That purpled the fidd of the fam'd Peterloo ? . 
My patriots doomed in dungeons to languish, 
That escaped the sword of the hell glutted crew. 
And, to add to the blood freeiing sum of my anguish. 
My commerce in fetters, O Freedom, Adieu. 



THOUGH tai courtly strains I sing not. 
Though unpolidi'd is my lay ; 

Tet the cause that Sydney died for. 
Cheers me on the ragged way. 

From the womb of tfane shall spring 
Minstrels, who will string the lyre. 

To ^g in lofty strains the deeds 
Of patriots, who fimn'd fteedom's fii«. 
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though yon setting son Is clouded^ 
Bright the morning yet may dawn ; 

Victory's sun in splebdotir shining^ 
VtAet in the glorious mornw 



Sure to came ift that bright morn. 
When nations shall, with one accord, 

Remove the massy chains .which Und 
The vassal to his haughty lord. 



Oh ! freedom, :iqpreid thy lanibent flame, 
Through ev^ clime from pole to pole ; 

Afric and Asia's soUs rejoice, 
The spark divine illumes each souli 



Sde — see ! upon the Morea's Isles, 
The blood-red cross triumphant wave ; 

That flag, the dread of Turkish foes, 
•Shall float o'er many a Moslem's graven 



Descendants of Leonidas, 

Who the brave three hundred led ; 
At Thermopylae they fell, 

With myriads of the Persian dead. 



Heroes of the Gredaii Ideif, 
Let not cruel ha^dft profane 

iThe ashes 6f your noble sires. 
Who in that ragged pass were slain. 

H 
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Heroes el th^ ptemit dty> 
Form like Aat deroied band ; 

Rise detemdn'd to be firee^ 
Men of Greeee throogb all your land. 



Let not ike toaba of tfaoee wJbo died 
1?o f^Te you fireedtnUf efer atand 

In tUa srild |xaafl» ^th gtoiy on>wa'd» 
ReproadtfU os •eonqner'd fend* 



' Wbohmveij ftoed inviadmi^ foasf 
They glow'd with fraadom'a hofy fivaa^ . 
Aveaiged tb^ felt in lila'a prmd <9oae. 



The gaUant yontfaa of laurelVl Crfieeee, 
N^ wore apbnaiaidFe drag (heir diafos; 

Thy imlifl»tlNinnera lUiAt jQ air, 
And pnoiidly wave upon tbefr fym- 



Long time the.daapota strofre to quBOck 
The ahining fla;ra8 Colombia won ; 

When, after miiny a eonfliot fougfat» 
Tbooew wortd cnailaa on viotory^a-aan. 



Sardinia caujgbi the aacred fltamey 
But, frightasA'd by the ^ghtit ahed^ 

Nor waiting e'en to feel tbenranntb' 
She dr<^p'4 it to the earth a^ J^ 
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In Albioq's Isle thy torch shone bright, 
Till upatari minions selz'd the helm ; 

No skilful pilot then to steer,--*- 

The foanyng waves the ship o'erwhelnL 



Fair history, weeping, wiH relate, 
How William Pitt rode on the storm ; 

And, like a furious demon, gave 
Corruption wing^, chains to reform. 

Oh ! freedom, take thy boundless course, 
Like the bright comet, to return ; 

And in thy journey light each shrine 
With fire tilat shall for ever burn ! 



Then let stern justice speed thy wing, 
Quickly thy impious foes overtake ; 

The distant beam of thy bright rays, 

Each despot's blood stain'd throne shall shake 

Nor wUl HKf voteries (X9k in mi<p» 

To set the patriot free! 
Thy spirit lives in every blade. 

Thai sMtmi for merfy- 



Peace to theiyjfits of tiie brave. 
Who khidled fireedom^'s holy fires. 

And fdl determia'd to be free ; 

The cause made sacred^ by their sires. 
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TO 



H£;NRY BROUGHAM, Esq. M. i>. 

On reading ^r account of the Doke de Angottleme recemng- 
the Sacrament, in presence of the French Army/ before thej en-^ 
tered Spain. — 1823. 



Soond, soand the clarion, fill the fife, 
To all the sensual world proclaim. 
One crouded hour of glorious life, 
{s worth an age without a name. 

Anonynoiis. 



" If ye want victims, let those be 

*' The victims, who your chains have wrought ; 

" There is bat one true victory, 

" TIs TO BE FREE, and you are not." 



TO crush thy warriors' liberty! and aid 

The traitor monk and rebel renegade. 

See ! Angoule me the sacrament partake, 

To justify the bigotries of state ! 

To force on Spam, by dint of murdering steelf 

The Inquisition's hellish' rack and wheel. 

Here gospel pity and compassion shines. 

While grim destruction waits in Gallia's lines ; 

Oh ! vile hypocrisy ! to pray and kneel. 

And to Jehovah make thy loud appeal; 

Then delegate a vile, felonious band, 

To stab the freemen in a neighbourmg land ; 

Let loose the dogs of war to range and spoil 

The industrious peasant of his hard^-earnM toil ^ 

A furious band of zealots France mioQtaiAS,^ 
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Protects the robbers in iheiir ill-got gains : 
While flashing swords arise, and every blow. 
With savage triamph, brings a brother low. 

Was it for this my country waged the war, 
That hurl'd Napoleon from the Imperial car ? 
Was it for this the soldier toil'd and bled 
To place a despot at proud Gallia's head ? 
Was it for this life's crimson torrent ran, 
A bloody deluge, from the heart of man ? 
Was it for this you stain'd the plains with gore. 
Far from your friends, and from your Native shore ? 
To place a wortUesa race upon that throne. 
From which the mighty conqueror had withdrawn ? 
Too oft the soldier toilsome war pursue. 
Where bleed the many to enrich the few. 

Let bitter anguish gnaw each Bourbon heart. 
Till death, in all his terrors, wing the dart ; 
Then, to complete the horror of their, doom, 
May young Napoleon smile upon their tomb. 
Let horror seize on every despof s breast. 
Their pride be humbled, and their fear confest ; 
Let the brave freeman, with viotorious arms. 
To haughty tyrants carry fierce alarms : 
Let every mountain pass and steep ravine. 
Teem with stern warriors, sooner feU than teen; 
And on the broken Tear, o'er hill and plain, 
Speed the. wild vengeance of insulted Spain. 
Then like thy terrors, conscience, ever near. 
Shall flash the light of the OuerUla spear ; 
I see their minions trembUng in the field. 
In vain th^r menial vassals spread the shield, 
Eternal justice wakes, and in their turn 
The people triumph «|d the opproMors mottrn, 
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Finn in their love, reaastleiB in their hater— 
Their arm 19 conquest* and their frown is iate< 

Reason sets bounds to Kings, and limits crowns ; 
The Spanish despot all restrami disowns ; 
His callous heart ne'er feels the goad within ; 
Few dread the censure, who can dare the sin : 
With superstition, strictly be conforms 
To canons, ralurick, discipline, and forms ; 
With deep hypocrisy and canting zeaU 
Pretends to labour much for other's tpcof / 
To such excess the wild &nafic runs 
To do a deed the man of honour shuns ; 
Does then the Gospel, in his weak acconnty — 
Or does the Saviour's sennon on the mount ; 
The gospel's gospel, — does the chosen Uiss 
Teach him to urge severity like this ? 

The purity of true religiou's known 
By no despffiption better than its own>; 
With trutband reason it informs the mind. 
And nobly strives to civilize mankind) 
With potent vice mamtains etmial strife^ — 
Corrects the manners, and reforms the life. 
Virtue's the light by which r^^n's knoum. 
If this be waiting, heaven will ihmi. disown. 
God i$ a i^urit, vdfi'd from mortal sight ; 
Amidst the siplendour of eternal light ; 
Mercies and judgments mark him every houi^ 
Supreme on earttb and infinite in power. 
Almighty providence \ thy fosteriug car^x 
Has oft conducted thrq' the storm of war ! 
Oh ! by the hollow blast that moans around. 
That sweeps the mUd harp with a plaintive sonnd. 
Midst reelingmonntauie and disparthig p^9i» 
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TeU the pde w^Ad-^-the Ood of vengeance reigne$ 
WhUe he from high ius rollings tfannder throw9» ' 
And fires tbQ jnoantain« with repeated blows : 
Let Spain then feel the anger of her 6od> 
Her monarch tremUe^ and her mountains nod ; 
Yet let proud 6allia/or a fime prevail 
And freedom's champions, whelm'd by numbers, tdili 
All must be yain, for freedom's r^tal fire, \ 
Tho' for a moment dimm'd, shall ne'er expire. 

To cheer the freemen, and to bring relief. 
See! Wilson comes, the gallant British chief ! 
Before whose arm your foes have often fled. 
And black rebellion hid her gory head : 
European despots mourned the adverse blow. 
Which at Corunna laid proud Gallia low : 
On eagle wings the patriot banners borne. 
Their golden pinions bright as summer's mom ; 
The hated Lys of white no triumph brings,^-- 
Fame waves o'er Gallia with low drooping wings ; 
Proud Gallia charges,— Patriots slow retires, 
But quickly turn and pour redoubl'd fires; 
Like Jove's own light'ning which from Ida rolls. 
And wings its terrors to the distant poles* 
Louder than Etna the wide concave rings 
With thundering bollels, borne on fiery wings : 
Then force to force oppos'd, and numbers daiur 
While streams of blood deep dyed Corunna's plain ; 
Death grinn'd terrific |u a thousand fonns^ 
Less fierce Vesuvius, 'midst volcanic storms: 
Corunna's plain deep drench'd with hostile bloodr 
In equal balance long the conflict stood ; 
Fierce rolling fires at liKst made Gaul give way, 
And yield the hoiiourpf the well fought day. 
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Sinoe tiiat bright molrn, what tears hath freec(om nhei 

To see her sons unto the slaughter led : 

Sinoe that bright tnornj what scenes of horror rise* 

The brave Riego bound and strangled lies ! 

Soon as the traitors gave th* appointed sign, 

The furious mob in closer tumult join, 

And biAd with galling chain that manly hand. 

Which had diffus'd its blessing o'er the land : 

The patriot chief to death's dark scene they bring. 

While shouts of vengeance make the concave ring i 

He, ^midst the scofBs of dire insulting bands, 

With heart unmov'd, and looks intrepid, stands ; 

With well-feign'd pity monks exclaiming loud. 

With tenfold fiiry fires the mad'ning croud. 

In vain their ardent eye balls sternly roll, 

Not all their threats can daunt Riego's soul ! 

At length they drag him to the fatal tree, 

And slaves surround him whom he fought to free^ 

Upheld by consdous rectitude he stood. 

And pray'd for those Who thirsted for his blood ; 

tlarth felt his grief,— heaven heard his dying groan,) 

And angels bear him unto mercy's throne. 

*^ Hope for a season, bade the world ferewell, 

«« And Freedom shriek'd when Don Ri^o fell ; '^ 

Earth shook — red meteors flash'd along the sky^ 

And conscious nature shudder'd at the cry ! 

Like th^ green oak he flourish'd on the plainsr-^ 

Ah ! why this blow to shatter his remains ? 

But though I joy, when soft along the lyre 

The sad notes linger on the trembling wire \ 

1 pour not on thy urn this artless strain. 

The cold applause of critic skill to gaiii ; 

Nor yet, with jargon of unhallowed art. 
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{^ro&ne the native language of the heart 
t ask BO flowers to dbed divine pei^&uney 
Or hang their bloGBom'd elustersr o'er thy tomb ; 
I call no mnse to deck the lonely shrine, - 
No angel hand the radiant wreath to twine ; 
For o'er thy grave the patriot long will mourn, 
And twine, with laurel boughs, thy silent urn. 
Trust not to Ferdiv and— that tyrant thing 
Will wind in silence till Spain feels his sting ; 
He cares not now, if every step he tread. 
To readi his throne, be on a patriot's head : 
I trust another Brutus will be found 
To stretch the tyrant on the reeking ground ; 
Another Brutus bid a tyrant die. 
And sternly smile with vengeance in his eye. 
That hour long look'd for, when the loud alarms 
Of Freedom's shouts shall raise all Spain to arms ; 
Asunder burst the Inquisition's chains, 
That demon lashing earth's .insulted plains. 
The Inquisition, with her bloody hand. 
Spreads death and daughter o'er that prostrate land : 
The hoary sires, the youths, and matrons rounds 
Immured in dungeons, or in galleys bound ; 
While unavenged ghosts stalk o'er the plain, 
Where nought but night and desolation reign : 
Then hear. Oh hear ! your murdered bretheren's cries, 
And, roused by pity and by vengeance, rise ! 
Pluck every seed of discord from your breast ; 
Be blravei — ^be one, — ^and heaven shall do the rest. 
Rise ! and on every plain and mountain side 
Quench in their blood each haughty tyrant's pride ; 
Revenge the wrongs brought down from age to age, 
By fierce inqufsitors and bigot rage : 

I 
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And when the ht&r^ are mardialled on the jdahi, — 

The injured slaughterings mid the oppreffior dain; 

Rugh on ye patriot»,-^iinder forth dkonay. 

And banish ill-timed pity from the fray ; 

Deal carnage round,— to tyrants make it knewuy 

The more that fall, the more the mcnrey shewn. 

Long as an hostile arm btm power to rise, 

Strike! strike! a fetter barsti in each that dies : 

Forbid, indeed, that ere a supliant -s knee. 

Should vainly plead for mercy from the free ; 

That ere the sword nnsheafhed for human good. 

Should idly tamper in a victim's blood : 

But when suspended stands the awfiil chance. 

If Men in cHAiNs~or Frebdom shall advance; 

To doubt, is bade,^-^to immolate, sublime. 

Strike ! strike ! and save yourselves from chains ft crime. 

Nor pine in dungeons doomed unseen to lie, 

To live despairing,— unrevenged to die. 

" Yes there are men prophetic hope may trust, 

" Who slumber yet in uncreated dust ; 

" Who sternly marking on their native soil, 

'< The blood, the tears, the anguish, and Hii^toil; 

^' Shall make each rigfateotis heart exult to see, 

" Rights ta the slave, and vengeance to the free. " 

<< The la&t sad hour of fi^edom's dream 
And valour's task, moved slowly byy 

While mute they watoh'd> till mormng's beam 
Should rise, and give them light to- die ! 

« We sweae t<y revenge them ! no joy shattbe tesfeJ, '' 
The harp shall be dlent, the maiden unwed", 
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Oar balk shall be mate, atid oiur fields shall lie wasted 
Till Te^geaiioe is wieak'd on the murdemr's head ! " 



*< Far dearer the grave or the prison, 
lUamed by one pair toi namcj 

Than the trophies of all, who have risen 
On liberty's ruins to fame ! " 

<' AnitfreedoKn 4ia9lGWB, with her Wad, 
The silent cities of the dead ; 
For, beautiful in death are they 
Who proudly fifll in iier array. " 



STANZAS. 



^(D JBiM^Airsritii. 



When I gaze 
On the proad palace, and behold one man 
Feasting at ease, and lording over millions ; 
Then Itan ine to 9Hie hut .€f iiDxevtyy 
And see the wsetched labourer, worn with toil. 
Divide his scanty morseil wifh his irtfants; 
I sicken, anlt Indigiiaal: at tiie sighi, 
Blosh for the patience of homanity. 

^ Southey^ Wat Tyler. 



OH ! by .our fitther^ saered shades, 
That hmes ^W ceaieh i^^uM'^ tamb ; 

Whose plaiiMiive vudlings now we hear^ 
For AUriofi's and fer Gmn's (moan. 
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In dungeons deep thy patriots lay, 
Where nought is heard but chinking chains ; 

Yet freedom still has joys in store. 
That amply will reward their pains. 



Martyrs in the glorious cause, 

Which Hampden sealed with his blood ; 
Ruseel and bold Sidney too, 

Against the despots firmly stood. 



Crowns of freedom, which our &thers 
Bravely gain'd at Runnymede ; 

There degenerate sons now loses, — 
Shame attends the cowardly deed. 



Stooping from the clouds, our sires 
Mark their sons' dejected state ; 
Nature's birth-right now denied them,-< 
N Treated with neglect and hate. 



Haughty despots, for self interest, 
Tax them with an iron hand ; 

Like devouring locusts, eating 
The green verdure of the land. 



Like the wild and fierce tornado. 
Spreading desolation round ; 

Making, in its fiital progress, 
A lone desert of the ground.' 
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Excise, that demon sent from bell, 

Tormenter of the human race ; 
Oppression's hundred forms it bears, 

And stoops to all that's mean and base* 



In hunUfle gutie the scorpion came. 
Through many a year it crept along ; 

Till, holder grown, its crest it rear'd, 
And Britain's Isle still preys upon. 



<^ O see you not yon narrow road, 
So thick beset with thorns and briers ? ' 

That is the path to liberty. 
And millions after it inquires. 



<< And see not ye that broad, broad road, " 
That is laid out so smooth and even ; 

That is corruption's flowery path, — 
Though some call it the road to heaven. 



Roused from his death-like slumber, 
On yon blasted eastern plain, 

Britain's Lion stands majestic. 
Spurning at oppression's chain. 



Animated by his presence. 
Millions will applaud that morn. 

When triumphant justice brings them 
Freedom's rose^ without a thorn. 
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Magna Charita, that rich heirloom, 
By gtern valour bravely won ; 

Valued gift of our fore&tbers, 
Birth-right of each British Son. 



Reflect on that unrival'd act, — 
On your forefathers' martial deeds ; 

Think on those Peers of deathless &me» 
Who met King John, on Thames's meads. 



■■^•« 



LINES TO A FIELD MARSHAL. 



For martial mem, wlio on their sword, 

Hov ere it oonqders, wear not 
The pledges of a soldier^s word, 

Redeem'd and pore, — ^we care not. 

Moore. 



The gailands wither on your brow, 
Thea tHurt «• iwire }wiir mig^ deeds. 

Upon death's puiple altar now 
Seel Mandial Ney, the vic^tim, Meeds. 

His widow shall curse thee while life doth remain. 
And the orphan shall lisp back her curses again. 



ME9 whom no muse of heavenly birth inspires» 
No Judgment tempers when rash genius fires ; 
Who boasts no merit but mere knad^ of rhyme, 
Short gleams of sense, and satire out of time ; 
^* I know my humUe song is supg in raln« 
<« That few will hear, and fewer heed the strain. '' 
See where yon sportive muse diapbys her chftfms, 
And fair retirement wooes m^ to her arms 4 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



WILKINSON'S POEMS. 71 

Her lyre new strong, in the Idalkn sliaie 

I range, enamoured, with the tanefo! irndd. 

Soaring aloft on &ncy^»airy wing. 

She strikes the lyre, her boldest notes to ang. 

With piercing eye, undaanted as she raves 

Through gloomy re^ons and Blyi^n grores, 

She points to where yon base and sordid tend 

Preys on the vikSa of their native land ; 

The true coercive power of the law. 

Which drives the people, wMch it cannot draw : 

Their constant theme, the harden of thdr song. 

Subjects may err, bat Kings can do no wi^ng* 

She marks yon &ded chief, upon whose brow 

Britannia placed a wreath of fidrest hue ; 

The deadly night shade now his temples bind, — 

A plant congenial to his sordid mnd. 

Oh ! base ingratitude I to lead that band. 

Which bridge-street vomits over all the land ; 

They have iheir public book of rates to shew. 

Where every slave the price of Bfe may know: 

Their country's &vours followed them in vain, — 

They changed the circumstance, but not tiie men* 

This motley crew are arbiters of law, 

And keep less villains than themselves in awe ; 

Blaze meteors t Uase ! tomeis stiH the same. 

The cart of justice, and the coach of shame. 

The IHtte kiwtve, the laws last tribute pays, 

While crowns around the rich one's cimriot blaze ; 

Tet these are puny sinners, — if yowTIlook 

The dreadfoftolf in ihte^s authentic bo(* : 

There Sid an* Deny, names otbrig^^ renown^ 

May justly claiih the Pand^onfum crown: "'■' ' 

Say what avails the tiropMes coiiqueirtbrfags, ^ 
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If power, opprasdve, borers on her wings ; 
If penal statutes awe the poignant song« 
And slaves are taught, that Kings can do no wrong i 
If modern despots and their code of law. 
With whips and chains their wretched subjects awe ; 
Bid ropes and axes seal their torturing doom. 
Or plunge them living in the dungeon's t<Hnb ; 
If seven long years mature the venal voice. 
While freedom mourns her long defrauded choice ; 
^ When infemious venality, grown bold, 
<< Writes on each bosom, — io, be lei or sold ; ** 
If stem taxation, likethe baleful yew. 
Beneath whose bmnqhes verdure ^ever grew y 
If stern taxation with itffhundred hands, 
Spreads desolation 6,'er surrounding lands ? 
Where ere the scorpion tracks his venom'd way, 
Proud commerce sickens, and the arts decay ; 
Not Egypt's locusts in their fullest swarm. 
Was more destructive, or more prone to harm. 
Sick of a land, where virtue dwells no more. 
See liberty prepared to quit our shore ; 
Loath to depart, me thinks I hear her say, 
<« Why urge me thus, ungrateful Isle, away ? , . 
<< For you, I left proud Gallia's happy plains ; 
<« For you, resign'd all Afric to their chains : 
<< Here fondly fix'd my last loved, &vonrite seat, 
<< And midst the mighty nations made the great f ' 
Ber bright eye glances cross the Atlantic wave, 
And finds a people, powerful, just^ and brave; 
She bursts indignant from the galling chain. 
And wings her flight across the western main ; 
A mighty nation stretches out their hand. 
To welcome freedom on Colombia's strand : 
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?3 



Freedom thi9.fint;md dieath ti^^ 

Tet o'er the cheering scebe^ mjr CMm^Jt fonM# 
A di^rk cload come8| f6rQbodmg:lGercer stOnna: .*/ 
" Tet, ^eU degraded men ! th' expected da jV 
•* That breaks ybnr bitter cup, . is fex away ; 
*< Trade, wealthy and fi&shi6n« ask you still to bleedi 
** And holy men give scripture for the deed : " 
Still, still, jEdas! o'er this unhappy land, 
A powerful fection nales witfi iron hand ! 
In deepest sorrow, the once tuneful Nine 
Now droop, d^ected, oyer freedom's shrine ; 
Round Alfred's tomb they pl^nt celestial flowers« 
, 'T}iat blopm perpetual in Aonian bowers. 
Though'mute his tuneful tonguci — extinct his fire^^-^ 
Yet not in silence sleeps his fitvourite lyre ; 
That lyre which oft enlivened Thone's cool shade, 
^Ith mufflo thrilling through the impervious glade« 
From Danish fiiry, spreading o'er the land) 
Alfred retreated with his ardent band ; 
Celestial angels gliding in his train. 
And music warbling round, in liquid strain^ 



Mary Queen of England^ 

' .^ 1 . -■ . ■ . I — ■ ■ 

Through crouds of airy s^iades she wing'd her flight. 
And dark dominions of the silent night; 
Swift as she pass'd, the itittiDg ghosts withdrew, 
And the pale spectres trembled at her view. 

Pop*. 

ILL-FATED Princess! through thy gloomy rogo 
What numbers perished in excrumtepain! 
Before thy throne fierce Moloch took lus stand, — 
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Th» fiiw ia SmttUtU HutTut % oottMBd 2 

And many a Briton in its Ibry bont'd : 

^ White •Bonn«»r, bliUie as aiieplwfd at a wafca, 

*< Enjo/d the shour, and danced abimt tliBitake; 

That fiend presided o'er the sable band, 

Desttned to corse, and todiflgraeetheland; 

A horrid demon of infernal birth, — 

Moloch in hell^ bat Bonner call'd on earths 

To Moloch's burning shrine the cealots ran. 

As did the Perrians to the rishig san ; 

Low at the monter's feet, (moarafiil to tell !) 

All ranks of men, and female beauty fell ! 

** Where was thine arm, O vengeance ! where thy rod^ 

«« That smote the foes of Zion and of God, '' 

To crash prond Bonner, when his fiery car 

Was yoked in wrath and flaming from a&r ? 

Think not, through ignorance or vain glorious pride, 

A God Supreme was ever yet denied ; 

Thine is the state, the splendour, and the throne, — 

An intellectual kingdom all thy own ; 

No doubting Atheisi e'er was known on earth, 

lUl persecuiing Zedloia gave them birth : 

If Christian hands inflict a heavy rod. 

Will those who feel it, seek to know their God t 

Friended pious ChrisiianBy much I fear. 

Too oft nt practice are but Atheists here. 

She views great Ridley through the dolorous gloom 
Now in Elysium with a golden crown : 
She sees the mitered Prelate on a throne. 
Bright as the efiulgence of the summer noon : 
She sees the numbers which her fory doom'd 
To fiery tortures and an early tomb. 
* Bishop of London. 
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Now robed id heavenly ▼eBts they take their way, 
Where purest ether sheds oontianal day ; 
<< For them the anfiuluig rose of Eden Uooms, 
*< And whiged seraphs shed divhie perfiunes ; 
^ For them the spouse prepares Ihe^ bridal ring>~ 
« For them young virgins hymeneals sing. " 
Here martyrs rest, who fell beneath the rage 
Of forious bigots, in a gloomy age ; 
Conscious of guilt, the licensed murderers stood. 
And unrelenting shed Reformer's blood; 
While from the centre of remorseless flames, 
They rose triumphant to tlie Elysian plains. 

The Muse indignant glances at the page 
Of Britain's annals, stafai'd with Rome's dire rage : 
When, if a foe expiredt tiie monks suborn 
Infernal shrieks, and fiends to haunt his tomb ; 
But, if a friend^ \nihpiom fraud they wave 
Redemption's banner o'er his hallowed grave. 

When John, deserted by his native bands, 
Received his kingdom at the Legate's hands ; 
What Briton but revolts at haughty Rome^ 
To see t)iat Legate tread on En^^d's crown. 
WicklifFe and Luther shone like meteors bright, 
And Rome's supporters struck with dread affright; 
Reviving reason mildly led the way, 
Tet monkish asealots shun'd her cheering ray : 
Then sainted villains, in the Convent's gloom, 
Display'd the fraudful engin'ry of Rome ; 
For ages past, the unthinking croud deceived^ 
By crafty teachers, readOy believed : 
From their recesses driven, hy Henry's rage, 
They stand unpitied on the historic page. 
Then heaven-born mercy, raised her drooping head, 
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While superstition to her caverns fl^d: 

Britannia's wealth no more to Rome was borne. 

The conclave's thunders justly met with scorfi ; 

More liberal views fair science spread around, - 

And England echoed with the joyful soundf. 

Here she beholds Cranmer and Latimer move, 

To sing the' riches of Jehovah's love ; 

*< Sweet as that hallowed anthem, sent to hail 

*^ Bethlehem's shepherds in the lonely vale ; " 

When, in the stillness of the noon of night, 

To that &med vale heaven's cherubs wing'd their flight; 

Their golden lyres the heavenly ministrels bring, 

And join in concert to the Eternal King ; 

A snow-white vest each form angelic weart,-^ 

Each on hiig arm a golden viol bears ; 

Angels attentive listen to the lay. 

And hail'the martyrs to the realms of day. 

Around a starry thrbne, midst dazling light. 

There Mary's victims wait in order bright; 

She hears the martyrs join the glorious theme, 

Qf loud hosaimas to the One Supreme; 

No longet robed in garb of regal state, 

Where kneeling flattery fawns upon the great ; 

The siren sounds no longer calm her breast, — 

Transfix'd with guilt, her conscience knows no rest ; 

Her former splendour can't her fears control,—- 

The ocean's waters would not cleanse her soul. 

Now she, with # Danaus' fifty daughters, laves 

The fiery liquid from Phlegethon's waves, ' 



* In the heat&'en mytholo^, the fifty daughters of Danans aro 
condemaed in the inferaa) regions to pe^etnai labcrar, by hiy^ 
ing a sieye to fill with water ; as a punishment for the murdei 
of their hiishands> on ^he day of marriage, * 
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Those crael maids who in the bridal vest, 
Could plunge a poniard in each bridegroom's breast ! 
To the sad «lters» Mary makes her moan> 
The mournful sisters echo groan for groan. 
From the Elysian fields now &ncy flies» 
To gloomy regions and infernal sides ; 
To where PUegethon rolls its burning waves, — 
The flaming torrent PIuto*s palaoe laves ; 
From thence in nine meanders flowing round. 
Forms a dread barrier to the Infernal ground. 
Avernus, Acheron, Styx, and Cocytns, runs 
Until their watars in Phlegethon bums. 
No eartlily splendour here allures the eye, 
No fruitful vineyards &n the burning sky. 
No tree is seen through all the glades of heU, 
But cypress groves, and flowers of asphodel. ' 

No streams as Derwent smooth, as Derwent cleur, 
Are seen to glide their winding current here ; 
The Stygian rivers water all this land, . ^ 

And, howling, echoes o'er the gloomy strand: 
Here Styx fieimed river rolls its sullen waves. 
The banks still crouded from deserted graves ; 
By Pluto drove from Lethe's healing stream. 
Oblivion's draught to them more grateful i 
Than all the spices that Arabia brings 
To bribe the avarice of the eastern Kfaigs, 



*' Then died fidr Religion and Charity mild ; 

And the fiend of intotoranoe gave " 

Thy rulers to paarions taihuman and wild, ' * 

And tlie4And^to the gloom of the grare.' "^. 
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Richard the Third. 



Flatteiy's inoense 
No more shall shadow round the gore-dyed throne ; 
That altar of oppression, fed with rites, 
More savage than the Priests of Moloch taught* 
Shall be consnm'd amid the fire of Justice ; 
The ray of truth shall emanate around, 
And the ^hole world be lijghted ! 

Southey's Wat Tyler. 



AMONG the croud a gloomy chief appears, 

And his right hand a regal sceptre bears. 

Sare this fell tyrant was not mortal born> 

But thrown from JEtna in a fiery st<Nrm ; 

A furious monster on that mountain bred» 

^^ Wolves gave thee suck, and savage tigers fed ; 

«' Thou wert from iBtna's ibuming entrails torn,*-:^ 

** Got by fierce whirlwinds* and in thunder bom. ** 

With blood^stain'd baiids he wanders through the gloomt 

His monstrous crimes exclude him from the. tomb. 

The fiend ambition led the desqpot on 

To snatch the joq^tre from his brothei^'s scm ; 

His guilty shade now rues the direful blow* 

That sent the Princes to the shades below ; 

In frightful dreams, well might thy soul be torn, 

With dire for«i>odings of the impending storm; 

The splendour of a crown no longeK diarm$» 

Now aiM«iter%rtroiMe«($!ice roqs'd the fierce alaims. 

Why dept he not,.whMl others were at rert ? 
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What wiftra the ten, that rai^Uid in 1|^ iMiM 
T^ dmim ef Rivers, Gray, and Battinga iM,~ 
TinBit manglad forma appd the tyiaaf « eyed. 
Weil might tty lioeom lieave convulsive tliroes, 
When Stanley left thee, johi'd thy hostile foes ; 
From thy fierce eye there flash*d an angry tone, 
A Ann resolve determin'd, though unknown ; 
Thy bristling looks of sable, — brow of glomn,-*- 
And the wide v^ving of thy blood-red plume ; . . 
With some deep feeling it were vain to trace. 
At moments lightened o'er thy livid face : 
The trembling minions, that beheld thee near, v/ 

In silence gaz'd, or whisper'd mutual fear. 
Tet thou wast firm, or had been firm till now, 
And still defiance knit thy gathered brow ; 
That eye> dark rolling, glanced the ranks along, 
Whfle thou, m martial order, form'd the throng: 
Shades of the murdered Princes ^ded near. 
And vengeance shouted in thy deafen'd ear. 

Richmond, long look'd for, is retum'd again ; 
He comes determined to assert his claim ; 
Their meagre arms the infernal iiiries wave, 
And drive their victim to the gloomy grave. 
Black fete hung o'er thy short and crud reign, — 
Stem vengeance stretch'd thee upon BosWorth plain ; 
The shade of Edward, hovering o'er the field. 
Sped the keen jav'Un through thy mas^ shield : 
Unfeelmg monster in the human feirtti. 
Thou fell unpitied in the battle's storm y 
'Twas justice nerv'd the arm >i4dch brcnght thesf down ; 
A greater tyrant never wore a crown ; 
Thy cr»I deeds to distant ages borAe,^ 
The d§8pot Richardi itai is England's sicforn; 
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For whewM& ftoftm of hatred dBMy kll ^ ^ ' ' 

HopevfiSiBting fled^ and mercy sighed fi[e^d«r«ll f- v' 

In vain he begs to gi^^Hldi^ Lethe tolls '- 

Its magic Waters to departed soalS4 

Here, at a distanee, throag;fa the gloom isjM^iii 

Fierce fonns.of warriors on the Elystan gtee0 ; 

O'er golden sandi, thr^mgh scented groves, that teacb 

To cooling arhoard and enamelled meads; 

The EI$mn rivers gently glide along^ ^ 

More prized than nectar by the happy tbrohg. 

In vain the spectre strives to gain the plain, - • 
Where blaming pleasnre holds her sportive reign i 
Phlegethon'6 fiery tide a barrier forms^ 
More fierce than Hecia, midst vbkahic stoHni^. 
A crond of ghosts the tyrant's shade surround. 
And urge him forward with terriffic sound ; 
Eternal justice soon tinveQed his scheme^-^ - 
The crown' he grasped ttt — vanished Me a dreanf • 
Depraved indeed, a Pritice of York's great line, 
Unawed by precepts moral or divine i 
No more he views proud Windsor's loffy domer— 
Tartarean r^ons are his dismal home ; 
Near Pluto's palace, in the infernal vale, ' • 

Whose towering summit overlooks alLhell. 
Here he beholds the rebel on his throne, 
Crown'd with NaroiaBOs, near Proserpine's dome t 
The fiend reluctant forced the nymph away. 
While she through Enna's flowery meads did stray;- * 
Through all the gloomy realm they hail ber Queen,---- 
Fierce Moloch's mistress in her train is seen ; 
Twice twenty nymphs attend Im* royal call, 
And sable damsris throng the Pandeim halt; . 
A croud of aotde ghosts the dome sorroondi^ 
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V^ho wait on Plato throogh the infernal ground. 
The rebel angebhere, in gloomy state. 
Attend their Sovereign and his orders wait : 
With inward pride he views the princely train, 
Which once he marshal'd on the elhereal plain ; 
Where heaven's bright chembs, who the sword did wield, 
Snrpaw'd the numbers of Pultowa's field ; 
Or when Darius, with his Persian band, 
Fought Alexander, on &med Issus' strand. 

The trumpets sounded, by archangels blown. 
The martial sunmions on the winds was borne ; 
In the dread front, two towering chie& were seen,-*- 
Alike their stature, but unlilie their mien. 
Here Michiel shone in heavenly armour bright. 
That cae^ a radiance like meridian light ; 
Justice, with mercy tempered ;— in his train 
Revenge attended Belial on the plain ; 
His pieroipg eye suiyoyed unnumbered files,— 
Angels deluded by his prafty wiles ; 
Here rebel angels form-d the embattled line^ 
There heaven's bright Cohorts in close column shine. 
In one firm orb the bands were ranged around, 
A host of seraphs Mghtened all the ground ; 
The immortal legions form'd in dread array^-^ 
No pen but Milton's, can describe that day : 
'Twashe, who late in lofty numbers wrote, 
How Michsd eonquer'd, and how Belial fought; 
Angejb to poetry attuned bis tongue. 
Inspired his thoughts, and moraliased his song. 

Stretch'd in hii kennel, monstrous Cerb'rus spies 
The inhuman tj^mnt, as he fearful flies : 
It barks, it howls! tiie dreadful sound he bears, 
Which, for the first time, w«kes his guilty fears ; 

h 
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And well it iba^, ibr at Vk^ Udeous yell^ 
The guilty tremble tt^ongh tbe deeps of Ml. 
At sigbt of ihte ^rfik {Mnrter, now he feahSBf 
Which seen, dreM Pluto ^ih red fory IniiKi§; 
Swift as he moved, he HAed hi lus faftttd 
'tbe iron sceptre, em^n of ^OBMiiaM; 
Then grasps the key wMch lodks iSie bras^en gtttey 
Where sin and "deatli 9n gtestiy Memph w«1t : 
Commissioned, in alternate watch they stand. 
The Stygian ported and the road commaiKd. 
Now waving fietrce his Iron rod "on Mgli, 
Arrests tiie tyrant as I)^ strives to 'iy : 
He strives to #jr where Acheron rolls Along 
Its hissing waters to tte gnify Ai^ng: ; 
Thence, undercover of the Sty^tttk^ootai 
To pass unK^edM h^ Ixion's tomb : 
But vain his efforts t^ade t6 gain the ^M^y> 
That joins thei^ "regions ^ the r«^iris df dajr ; 
No ;— could his swiflneai o%r tte %iiidi ^pi^vtilly 
Borne on th^ pMidns of ^h^ weif^i^ ^le? 
AS t^^e if! vainr-'hfe gidlfy taJbe bran. 
To him ^6 ^ttkfr^tbOH rldfe'lhe tttf^ifiMI^ «M. 
And now he iiees vtptm iftie f^tiiUim ^11, 
Inhuman Nero get df #re lis Al ; 
Rome darts f^ flttiti^ Where «re be t«d«iili<bis<h^Hdi- 
All hopes of ji^irdbn «0ib^hife( te%iiit%'&ed ; 
PUeg^^hohVfierytide^the Ml#d)Ai<)«ft^ 
Like ^tna flaminfifllimi^h ite Sl9gtfii4M|i]MlBi 

And nOW'befhdlll^ritti'Oi^dUs^drfv«iM^^ 
Ton baiia 'df li^pe^, 46f^^ «^«i#bi% 
Of Cortez, Pizai^, 'OMthM, UlAfiAb, 
Who drtinkHhe bMdd and'^Miil df Timi(H>. ^ 
See MWt^iiutnk ! 'bonda til g^Hil^lHtittb^ 
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The powerfiil looa of tbaio rioh domains; 

By faelliBh oraft his empire froin hiip torn, 

His 9011I, nQOOnquer'dy diew'd a nobb seora; 

He tore the baiidnge from Ips bleeding woondy 

And dash'd the cprdiais on the trembliog groopd ; 

In vain they talk'd tQ lum of shades below, — 

He feared no hell bat wbere such Christians go ; 

For, when he saw regardless heaven loolc on, 

He cursed Spain's God, or thought that they had none ; 

The bloody nuHton still disdain'4 to hear. 

And for his country drop'd the manly tear. 

Inhuman monsteis ! for the thirst of gain, 
To torture millions with escraoiMa pain ! 
The cruelties tliey suffered there were sueJH 
Amboyna's BOtlpi^Mf ,T~rSpai];i outdid the Doieb. 
The debt of otatnre p^od-r-no more ti|^ ^i^HHirn ; 
All earthly friMjihles j^ wit)iin tjbo urn. 
Peace to tM^ asl|t9f,— but tM^ bl#ed wSl ^iao 
And call fi^r jj|«^|pe fit^m tbe ponging pMes. 
Did tl^ S944|B!»er, < wko ve all agrae^ 
Came to 1^ 999f^^M^^% them £reer) 
To mabe a<flKm}irfrty,e|!)9r4fpke Ifm gavfi, 
By whic]^ «!PB1^9^^fs fn«|}e hi«a Ij^si; ft ^f e ? 
Happy the eaw^gB 4if ^bpseajiifly px»^ 
Ere £iH9gpe'# spins jrere Ik^^eorjpi^ ,a#4 Europe's crimes ; 
Gold, cursed gpMi ! ed^t in tt^e wo|ipl> of earth, 
Unf€|i% a^i^ififsy up ^txaSs^w^ its worth j 
Afric ai|4 Asi«i pjt^ fio^ Europe toil^. 
And £^iectdy p)wdei}trfi jdet (m tbi^ir qMuls. 
O! be that j^r4uiic4F^J9ieiid]|e8» night, 
When %fs^ jtbeir stnqame^ met the aiKtiyes' ^gbt! 
" Ye Gods of Af^c ! m <|l»at dr/^dfol hour, 
" Where w^pe your thunders and avenging power, 
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<< To smite the trembling waves, and at the shock 
« To dash their fleets upon the pointed rock ? " 
Thanks, righteous God, that injured oause is thine,- 
Ton flashing lightning gave the dreadful rign. 
No writ of error can the guilty bring. 
To quash the verdict of the Eternal King ; 
The mines of Chili here will not avail. 
No fee for pleading in the court of hell. 
Their &te isfix'd, their bloody course is run, 
No more they dazzle in bright fortune's sun ; 
No more their ill-got honours can them save, — 
The fierce Alecto, rising from yon wave ; 
She comes, from deepest night the fury springs, 
« With grim destruction sailing on her wings ; 
" The fury heard, when on Avernus brink, 
<' Her snakes untied sulphureous waters drink ; 
« A hundred snakes her gloomy visage shade, 
<< A hundred serpents guard her horrid head : 
In her right band a bloody scourge she shakes. 
That bloody scourge — ^the darling of b^r snakes^ 

A substitute for the dread rack and wheel, 
I've seen the scourge applied with furious zeal ; 
With feeling heart I've seen the torturing lasb, 
With fiend-like fury the brave soldier slash ; 
Then down his back descends the crimson stdn,— 
My heart is sick with sympathetic pain. 
Hear'st thou the victim's sighs and moans depart ? 
The piercing accenis sure must reach tiiy heart ! 
Yet hearts unmoved could hear the victim's cries. 
Till nature, Ming, heaved convuWve sighs ; 
The blood run trickling down his mangled frame • 
Oh ! foul dishonour to the Christian name! 
Some bearts are harden'd like the flinty rock, 
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No feUow*feeIing for the humble' flock. 

With hand stfll ready, and with heart at blaokir- 
With voice as ready to decree tlie rack, — 
O'er the bound victini» iee the tyrant rare. 
Till &te indignant hurls him to the grave ; 
Late for repentance, (not too late to die,) 
With not a friendly hand to close his eye. 
So perish all, whose breasts ne'er learoM to glow. 
For other's good, or melt at other's woe. . 
At Hull that tyrant drew his latest breath, — 
Humanity exulted in his death. . 
Humanity! thou lovliest power below. 
Thou kind consoler of the breast of woe! 
Some deads — some living yet, — ^the Muse could name. 
Whose honest hearts still felt for other's pain. 

To hold the reins, requires a steady hand. 
For soldiers are not the most docile band ; 
Yet there are modes of punishment to awe, 
Witiiout the la$t exWeme of martial law. 
E'en rigid lawsy when they condemn, eanJU^t 
And pray to God for. mercy on the soul. 
I trust, that he who mercy here denies, 
Must never hope for mercy from the does. 
Be kind, be bumble, merciftd and just. 
In providence alone put all thy trust ; 
For what thou hast, to him give all the praise, • 
Or never hope to meet with happy days. 



But the Angel of Freedom is now on the wing, 
And her mission is holy and grand ; 

To the people — ^the bloom of the olive to bring, 
To tyrants— the flash of the brand. 
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a^iisiss^a. 



Cheerly o'er the brimming pail ; 
Cowslips all around her spmging, 
JBiP^^ l^atet 1^ gialde^ ?ale. 

Never yet did courtly maiden 
M«Ya oo spri^My, look so fak ; 

Neyer hreast, with jewel? laden. 
Pour a song so void of care. 

Shenstone. 



HAST A#a ii«t m0R «ome mf^jfen felr. 

When efmakng bMugU Mtf tvfelkerf for kotiry 

Stq><(AowIy «lW ^b^^cnry Tale, 
And stoplofiook tibeaewlblowB toimr? 



Hast ihoa ooAmid 1ti0 jWiib&l mmd^ 
With hasty itqpt pntime Ae flMid ; 

Whm MUiliti^KMi %^^eif^mmt. 
And loMWiCMrt Ibe ereaimgdidb ? 



B(Nrn€.an ibe^w^y. wui0i4)f I«;ire9 
Unto the J welygna^e tt^ey ^Ui^ ; 

AndpMgbted T<owj;,«r0 fiveljr mad£»'^ 
I^t/A thee 0l4me i'Uiwm^die. 
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Upon lore's tf ter, hlttis a flano 

Bright at the ro(^ Mar of mom ; 
And youtbfieiiaiiumr'dt fiui$ Ibafirti 

On kope*^ gay piaiont fiandly iMmie* . 



In gammer's era I oftaa atray^d 
The forest's lofidy iroods amo!^; 

And in the waving;) iMfy gtor9$ 
Have framed the sul^t of aay 9Mg;. 



I love to hear the woodlark wfid> 
The rediNwast) and Ihe liaii^ mog ; 

The thrash and UaoUblrd'a Itffty ocrtea. 
That welooBfie fli tiie^genial fepring. 



What tho' in ntb»t pUitaes «rniy'd» 
The bil^daiirom fiMej^ |vovaa«9iQr«h]W ; 

Their mnsic cannot lia 'eoiapar''d 
With iheafiwet notas^f fifttaia'a-etei^. 



'Tis sweet as 'Simuaer'afeTO ta<flee 
The landMi^ ihat le^mbol^wi theigDien ; 

To hear 4he UMtix^^^mm weall 
The wvftdl^rorsftaHi their pb^i^aeetta. 



'Tis natawln h» letliast diass^ 
Unawed by 4(90eil, taci, %f tala^ 

Stranger 4q ML ttwignfle (tfai«b 
Her templads^befflowaq^ ' 
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Around her alter, woodbine wild, 
And the wild rote onfolds its flower ; 

The kingeop and the primroee pale. 
That sweetly scents the lover's bower.. 



The cowdip in bright yellow dr est. 
The violet blue/and lily white ; 

The jasmine and the daffodil, 
Array'd in various colours bright 



The vine her cheering clusters pours 
From nature's overflowing horn ; 

In her ftdl lap she also brings 
The staff of life, — ^the yellow corn. 



In nature's volume still' I read 

' The workings of his mighty hand ; 
To him be adoration paid. 

Whose will no mortal can withstend* 



To his all bounteous hand^ we owe 
The choicest gifts creation brings ; 

When autumn waves with golden graluy 
All nature, joyous^ laughs and sings. 



Till death FU read on that Mr page 
The wonders in creation's plan ; 

For all from God is here derivedv^ 
The mite, the lion, and the man. 
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«< By reasoQ taught to scoro those fears, 

That vulgar minds molest ; 
Let no fimtastic tenors break> 

The slumbers of my rest *' 



LINES ON 

Mr. Scarlett s Poor Bill, 1821- 



Nature gives enoagh 
li'or all ; bat mat!, ^th arrbgant selfiahniess, 
Proud of his heaps, hoards up, superfluous stores 
RobVd from his weaker fellows, starves ikhe poor, 
Or gives to pitjr, what he Owes to justiee^ 

. Southey's Wat Tyler, 



«< OUR kws> indeed) for feeble age provide, 
<< And strong compulsion plucks the scrap from pride : 
Borne down with toil and want> each sickly form 
Droops, like the .floweret from the northern storm ; 
While, sorrowing, they each kindred sorrow scan, 
<< And the cold cluurities of man to man. '' 
When crafty lawyers, and their code of kw. 
Would that small pittance from the poor withdraw ; 
Calls for a cloud to darken all their years. 
And says, go. upend ihem in the vale of tears : 
They might as well now tread the barren plains 
Of wild Siberia, where a despot reigns* 

M 
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If there'iir a day marked ifk tbe book of fiitey 
When that repeal is sanctioiied by the state, 
Sunk in these bonds to m&fiom;, i^hat avaHs, 
Who wields the sword, of faaE&nces the seaterf 
Though on his guilty cheek no blush should glow,. 
Still let me mark him to the poor a foe; 
Thsl^hMl!, Ifltar ptotMiw wMwh jJhnJ Htm «Wr 
Might well make ####**## his own works deny I 
RemembeTf heaven has an avenging rod. 
To smite the poor is tteodon against God. 
In vain the name of virtue they put on. 
Who jpffGodkny CHAitt'CY and prmdbe nqnb ; 
Who own a God, pretended homage pay, 
But neither his nor human laws oheyi; 
Tell me no more what other's hearts endure, 
For some hecyrte aahe not while theis wealth's secure : 
'Tis sometinies'fouttd, ^t \maiM ^nie& good mi kind,. 
Leave, step by step) hamaaity behind* 

Tet let us bdpe$ nor droop to low despsdr. 
See the light tenants of the barren air ; 
To them nor stores nor granaries belong, 
Nought but tile woodhndF and the plea^ldg gdtig i 
Yet OM kitid heatenty Fathei* bendk Itii eft 
On the feai^ whtgj tikt flite along Ifte sky ; 
To hiftn they ulttg^ when spiring renews the plaiHr, 
To him tbey cry in wlAtet's^ plerdng M%n ; 
He hears the gay afftl ib& dfetireiai^l dftlP, 
And with anq^iinf bfiruttty fitli^ them afl. 

Droop nptj wfteb id! your scMrty iit^rres^ a<Rm]P, 
Is spread cU owee' txpoft the s^Mtf iiig b^ard' ; 
There, as the parent deals hii» barj-earti'd st^r^ 
To his young effiipritig, and can give no mom; 
" Hope says, hi<* manly face shril yet assuage 
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^ Their fiithers' wrongs, and shield his later age. 
« What though for him no HyUa sweets distil, 
^< Nor blooming vines wave purple «n the hill ; 
*< Hope says, i^en sileift years have -pass'd away, 
** That when his eye grows dim, his tresses grey, 
«< These bnsy JbanOs a io^aier opt i^all bmld, 
^< And deck with fiedrejr flowers his little field. 

DrMp Qet^ when woarn the homely jrobe appears. 
While on the roof the howling tempeist 1)ears ; 
A firesh supply shall feeble life sustain, 
A fre sh supply "shaH -ek^&e "ftese 4imbs-agaiH. 
I do 'not me«n that 'cteirity ^ould flow 
WilboiKt resirainif i^pon the «ms of woe ; 
A feeling heart, wtth an impartial band. 
Should deal the bounty to the needy :baiid ; 
By these directed, and by these approved, 
Man lives a blessing, and te^fies 'bdi(»ved : 
The 4po0r flien smiles ben^th his righteous hands. 
And heaven for him her joyful gates expands. 



*^ fiytoogiexperience toiiglit, we now 
Can itlf^f juAflP^ of fdmds and foes; 

Can all «the wottti )of Hme aUow, 
AsdiaU libeHn£Mitts.di8eera in those. '' 



'^ftelemliessiiatied^ earring 'love. 
We eaai for sacred troth forego ; 

We can the wannest fbiend reprove, 
And bear to praise the fiercest foe. " 
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ON READING THE 

VISION OF JUDGMENT, 



Wretched and goilty souls, where now their audacity ? 

Where now 
Are the insolent tongnes so ready of old at rejoinder? 
Where the lofty pretences of public virtue and freedom ? 
And in the hubbub of senseless sounds the watchwords 

of faction, 
Freedom, Invaded Rights, Corruption^ and War^ and 

Oppression, 
Loudly enounced were heard. 

Southey's Vision of Judgment. 



I HAVE read Southey, in his beUer day^j 

When freedom's muse adorn'd his manly lays; 

Then every thought came pure from that rich* mine. 

Strong was the verse and pointed every line. 

Mistaken man ! to prostitute thy fsune. 

And biairter freedom for a Lanreat's name ! 

Renounce the manly tenets of thy youth, 

And call that falsehood, which thou wrote for iruth ! 

With pleasure oq thy accents I have hung, 

Ere flattery's poison chill'd thy patriot tongue. 

Thy Vision,^— say what demon did inspire ? 

It was no Muse that strung the Poets lyre ; 

It was a spectre of a hideous form, 
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Begot by fbry, of self-interest born; 
The very devils fled with wild affright 
To seek concealment in the shades of night 
Oh ! sink that Vision deep in Lethe's stream. 
Oblivion's waters yet may hide the theme : 
Poor as I am» for wealth of Chili's mine, 
I'd not be author of that verse of thme ; 
I'd rather toil for bread, in climes unknown. 
Beneath the scorching of the torrid zone ; 
Even in the desert, the still voice within, 
That whispers comfort above glory's din. 
That voice would cheer my spirits in the storm, 
Though death seem'd hovering in his ghastliest form : 
I'd brave the desert with as parch'd a lip, 
As the bold sea boy in his foundering ship-: 
I'd rather go and seek the lonely cave 
Of some kind savage o'er the foaming wave, 
To range with freedom, call each grot a home. 
In nature's garden, where all steps may roam. 
On Greta bank, the Laureat takes his stand, 
And rests, exulting in the Promised Land; 
From barren deserts he has gain'd rich plains. 
Where milk with honey flows, and plenty reigns : 
Like that &med leper, who, in Jordan's flood, 
Wash'd of the stains caused by corrupted blood ; 
Cleans'd and converted, blessed those who know 
The pleasures which from true conversion flow; 
Having the Lord's good grace before his eyes. 
He steps forth bold^, and he gains the prize. 
True, he reveres the hand by which he's fed. 
The donor blesses ior his daily bread; 
Or, by vast claims of higher import bound, 
Is always humble, always grateM found ; 
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^ For 'tis their duij, ail the foamed iMttky 
<« To uphold that cause l^y which fftey eai und drinks 
For Bards 1!ke this, a wreath shall 'Catniin^ Mtig, 
Lined with ttie soflefid down ef folly's ^ittg ; 
Then round each head the gaady ensign wave. 
And pulsions mark them for a Wiffing Akre. 
He chose as one to whom it did belong, 
For social peace to irritate the throng ; 
Points the dire stroke at patriots not BSire, 
Then at the bold Reformers who survive : 
Hence the strange &ncfies of the Bard, who hears 
Things never thought of, sounding in Vb earn 
Now HEAVEN ALONE ttien's conscteuces can try. 
And HE HIMSELF condemtis them by and by ; 
Hastings and Buike, to heaven each aHot, — 
Pensioned apostate, tyrant, and what not. 

f more Eke a demon sent fromheO,^ 

His deeds let adulation bla^cm well ; 
His mercy, such as wolves sheu) io the hmhs^ 
Regardless of the bleating of their dams : 
He ravaged India through her wide domain. 
And Princes shudder'd at hSs dreaded name. 
Like CHve, ambitious for to keep fals hold, 
He scattered want and poverty tbr gold ; 
His avaricious, dark, and calloiis nrind, 
Felt no respect for creatures of his Mnd : 
From his fierce glance the native Princes tnm,-*- 
That haughty glance which made the m^faty mourn ; 
Fierce as when Satan from his fiefy dome 
Marshaled the legions in the Stygian gloom. 
*^ No vulgar hero Mlton^s Muse engage ; 
^ NoreartVs wide scene confine Us hallowed rage. 
♦* How are we struck with -terror and delight, - 
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<< When angel with arohangel copes io fight! 

«< When great Messiah's ont-spread banner shines, 

^ How does the claii^iimtllb iA bis Bass ! 

I am sarprisedy that one with Soathey's sense. 
Should write so harhly on a mete pretence! 
This gronndlesEi vision swimming in lib head. 
He neither spans tie! l^ng nor ttodhaA ; 
On deadt on living had he thrown less dirt, 
Nor truth, nor ohristian chanly were hurt : 
The joggUng fiend, that broke the Laureaf s rest, 

Appear'd like discaed io her sable wst 

To prostitute thy self to SQch a bi««h, 

Uke loving Satan when he fang'd the witch ! 

Weir uiigni Iw papei shrink beneath (hy hsiNi,'*** 

The ink tism pafc^wHMa tbe sffver stand. 

Freedom esideftroiinb by all kMteg arts. 

To heal divisions, and unite men's hearts ; 

Not through the widened brea^^&es rush to storm^. 

And ruk» wiutslieMboittftto rafbm. 



«< Reform, reform,. ItoaiiMsh lalM* eey 
Meaitiag,. of omm^nbellioi^hbod^aiMliM; 

Audacious rtaoali! yow wy Lonts^ ani i,. 
Knotr'ltar^hsto doty to be starved AsfoML'' 



'Tisall a sfy h&tk ? tte dsmMl aliHrmiBg! 

For there's^iaetiteh aiga y m y t om crf'rirfng or armfaig. 
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METREjiT 

OF THE 
FROM 

RUSSIA. 



Haik to that zoar, wluNie swift and deafening peals. 
In countless echoes, througli the moantains ring, 
Startling pale mtdnigbt on her staitj throne ! ^ 



Loud and more load 
The discord grows ; till pale death shnts the sc^ne, 
And o'er the conqueror and the oonqaerckl drawa . 
His cold and bloody shroud. 

Shelly's Queen Mab. 



BELLONA wtuqper'd in a fiilaLbotir^ 
<' Try Ae dread summU of Imperiaipwoer ; *^ 
Europe astonish'd views iliy martial deeds^ — 
G09 break their «oeptres like the blighted reeds! 
While in thy grasp thou holds surroundmg hnda. 
Like fierce JBgean with his hundred hands. 
Thy daring spirit still disdain'd repose^ — 
60 then and combat with stem winter snows ; 
And through the regions of her ccjd domain^ 
Extend the hardsliipe of the. long campajgn. 
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iTheir veteran troops sarroonding nations brings i 
They mareh trinmphant with th^ King of Kings. 

Each column headed by a chief renown'd^ 
WhooA yit^ory oft had ^th bright laurels crown'd : 
Five Napolean ! iury regions rend^ 
And veteran armies on hta march attend ; 
T^ ihey repiqe not, so Napoleon guides, — 
And who dare question aught that he decides ? 
A high demeanour, and a glance that took 
Their thoughts from othens by a single look. 
There &me regardless else who reigns or bleeds^ 
With all her breath resounds his mighty deeds ; 
The Imperial chiefs the Caesar of the age. 
Whose acts the wonder of the world engage : 
Proudly ha marches on, and, void of fear^ 
Smiles at the shaking of the Russian spear : 
Her hardy natives Russia sends in vain, 
To check his progress on the hostile plain i 
Each fights, as in his arm the important day 
And all the &te of his great leader lay : 
And blood is mingled with the dashing stTeatta, 
Which runs all redly till the morning beam. 
None sued, for mercy knew her cry was vain,— 
The soldier died upon the barren plain. 
On Moscow^s wbIIs the Gallic standards fly ; 
His fiune extended to the polar sky: 
The torch was lighted and the flame was spread, 
And carnage smiled upon her daily bread : 
It was ^o late to check the wasting brand, 
And desolation reaped the &mished land. 

Returning winter comes in dread arrays 
Oh hide ! Napoleon, hide that &1al day ! 
The veteran legions, who with thee had torn 

N 
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Each haughty inQa9f^h finipi bif legal tl^roii% 

Now striyes in taia to hmr^ tiw winl^ 8toniip», 

That howls aroaqd th^m in i(B 4ii«9t fomxi^ r 

Troops of bold yoatts, bo^ da tbf» dli^t 801^^ 

Or sounding bordem of ilbe tb^ I^hpne ; 

Or where the Seine her flpw'ry Q^UU 4ivjl^i 

Or where the Loir^ throngb vi^o^ng yinejriifds gtt^^^ 

The Gallic eagles, that so oft ImA stood 

Planted in hotttUe, fields, and streaooto of' bloodi ; 

So wont eonfedefate enennes to reaoh, 

And so^r trimnpbant in the fittalbsieftcb; 

Or pierce the war'ring foiemAa's distant Knesb 

The hardy veteran with ieM». resigns. 

In long ej^tended march, aod iQoaof an»y. 
Retreating cohmms shape theif nigg^ way. ; 
Death (his approiaches terribhe) imparts 
An anxious horrpc to the braresi hearts 
Well might the Gallie soldier learn to Sear 
The savage Cossack hov'rjng on bis.reair, 
Sudden as lightning darting oa the. fi>e> 
Seen like, tiie flasb) nememberedli]ie.t^bbw; 
The air resounding mtb^tbe doi^lxcciM, 
Of croaking>rjavens in these, noribfrn ddest 
A living cloud, they closedi each oc^omn round* 
And tore the dyingere. they reached thcr<gixmndr 
Inured from earliest; youth. to, w^sahypmSi 
To stand unmoved amid the slMck of amii. 
Their courage unavailing novK yx»8 fennd? 
While tens of tbousaiids.^new.tbe>fro2en ground;^ 
The captive legion^ IUi8da.noiit detf|inft 
In pcdnfol bondage aadingforioiULchaina;^ 
The legions dropp, while^scweSiOf hoirofv^^r 
And with trjBm^ndous.glocm.aasi^nl|;rtbd dlie&^ 
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A barren waste now opekis to tli^ view, 
And all the terrors of eaeb breM reirew ; 
Along tM dreltry plain^ wlHMte frozen Md 
With joyon« note no travelier e*er be^ed ; 
The raven croakd, and, as if ftUni with j^, 
Fierce howling dO|;s do to the ttko^n coteplain. 

Theh* ^t^u-itft sink ; the ainewb of the briBiVb, 
That crippled Bnropie, shrunk befO)re ttie i^aie ; 
In RnasteU dttngtdOos Fi^ncbmen clank'd their chaii^, 
Or toU'd or pMah'd on SibeHa^s plains ! 
Then fimded SpMtlres tb tiie feigidns IrM, 
An<i all tbefr trittuiphd Tattish from their eyes ; 
Whiie to st6^n death they see their friends conngn'd, 
Foreboding melluEk^bly sf nks Meh Blind : 
No dirge, save Wherie the Wind, with ffitiiil moans, 
Howls as it bleak^has their utabliried bon^ ! 
Near and m6t^ neiir tife shHekiK^ ratt^hs skim. 
And wild dogs Y^t€l On thtt frosen limb. 

Aritt'U With thtt tetrro^ Of ^ Wintiry stolrm, 
Death met the soldier in his ghastliest form ; 
With cold and raging hunger sore opprest. 
Think what emotions labour'd in his breast. 
The ton of Ansterlitz ho longer beams 
Its geniiEd ihfluience on the frozen streams ; 
Marengo's glory nt^w f& 6t!k the wane, 
And Jena's garland withers on this plain ; 
The laurels wbii at Lbdi loose their bloom. 
White ^fatetly hUBg^ seals th^r tdrturihg dooih ; 
Bow'd to the earth, well might proud Gallia mourn, 
Her laurel'd heroes never must return ; 
To where the Garonne, Rhine, and Var divides, 
With their clear streams, the ocean's swelling tides. 

The fleeting glories of Napoleon's reign, 
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Were all laid prostrate on the frozen plain : 

'T^as this alone which laid thy trophies low» 

Thy crown and empire shrank beneath the Uow. 

'Tis true, &te gave thee many a splendid day» 

A blaze of glory ere Aon &4est away ; 

Thou had no equal in the ranks of war> 

Where the bold soldier wins bngbt honour's soar ; 

Mars and Bellona claim'd thee for their own* 

And proudly raised thee to the Imperial throne* 

«< There breathe but few whose aspect could defy 

^< The foil encounter of his searching eye ; — 

** He had the skill, when cunning's gaze would seek 

** To probe his heart and watch his changing cheek, 

«< At once the observer's purpose to espy, 

** And on himself roll back his scrutiny. 

His name could sadden, and tus acts surprize ; 

But they that fear'd him daied not to despise : 

He knew himsejf detested, bat he knew 

The hearts that loath'd him orouch'd Md dreaded too. 



" I hare warred with a world which vanquished me onlj 
When the meteor of Conqaest allured me too far, — 

I have coped with the NatioiiB which dread me thus loiieljr. 
The last single Captive to millions in wair ! '^ 

<'0h! for the veteran hearts that were wasted 
In strife with the storm, when their battles were won, — 

Then the Eagle, whose gaze in that moment was blasted. 
Had still soared with eyes fixed on Victory's Son ! ^ 
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J^otes to Culloden. 



iM ••••»< 



THE balUe of Falkirk was fought on the 22nd of 
July, 1298. Edward the First commanded the English ; 
John Cunmiin, Regent of Scotland, and Sir William 
Wallace, the Septs. Writers of that period say the 
Scots lost fifty thousand men. 

'«0h! that time had slaid his flight, 
Ere that morning left the main ; 

Fatal as the Egyptian night, 
When the eldest born was slain." 



The battle of Bannockburn was fought on the 25th 
of June, 1314. Edward the Second commanded the 
English; Robert Bruce, the Scots. It was the most 
decisive victory ever gained by Scotland. 

Mourn your great fore&thers, now ; 

Mourn, the bravest of the brave, 
For liberty their dirks they drew. 

For Freedom did their bonnets wave. 
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In lofty strains they sung of Flodden field. James 
was so fnlly convinced of the superiority of his army, 
that be declined attacking the English while they were 
passing a narrow defile. His left wing defeated the 
English right; but after that, instead of closing to their 
centre, they left the fidd to commence plundering. 
The remains ot the Bn^ish right were agalki rallied 
and joined the centre, by which junction the Scots were 
out flanked. 



^ At een in the gloilkhthg ttto strabkiesare roaming, 
Man^ stacks with the l^ysse^ at bogle to play ; 

Ai thiiPs rHot at j^r^Kihihgs, n^ Wooing ne^ flei^chihg ; 
ThfB dbWeirt of the tot^a Ate a ^ed aWay." 



VThile the seven sisters. Seven cannon, called the 
ieven sisters. 



Hih last sUdp^mce. JameJsi fii^qdl^ntl;;^ subjected 
hinis^lf lb s^tere t)eilaface,fo]^haViUgbe)^il dbc^^fy to 
m deftih of hils &ih^h ttb ddil^Mntly Wdre all iitln 
belt around hi§ hm&l, t6 Which h^ AMM an dilnc^ W^ty 
year. He had carried arms against his father in the 
Rebellion, whea Jdliite the Third was sbdn; bn the 18th 
of June, 1488; Jitodes the Fdurth feU at Flodden, on 
the 9th of Septfembef, Idld. Th^ afihuiil return of 
that day was ioBg r#taieiiMi%dttattmd6r0§A in Scotland. 
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WM« ftaoy atitt hidolsed the hape^ 
TM Jaxn^ wodUi gam IMb hooie once ipore; 

Some saw him crasi the Tweed\i» dee|y 9lraain>^ 
Soma saw him on the. oeean'a shove. 



Some saw hfan pass down Tiviotdate ; 

His noble charger sore was spent> 
So wearied on that ftital day » 

Conld scarcely gain Ihe hill's ascent 



<< His vassals ranged, tl^e mountain's height^ 
The covert dose, and wide spread plaip; 

But all in, vaii^ th^ir eager search, 
They ne'er must see King James again* '' 



Vnf^^^d^mvrn^dthm, ^0^ Itwa9rlonga.pppalM 
opinion ii^ ScQlt^nd, (thoiigb, psojb^My mH^nt ait^ 
fQ9ui4ftl;JLoj3i«) that A spectre appear)^ in Edjnburgh^ wA 
named ^ <^e6 iviho wouR &H on Floddan fi^U t^ 



A jjqgglipg fiends whp. nevjeir spoke before^ 
fiu^C];i€fi ^ylwdm'd ihefBiJ " wh<^ the deed i3 o'er. 



<< A storm shall roar this vei^ hour. 
From Rosse's Hills to Solway sea.— 
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<< The niestmiree lights on Branxton HOLi t 
By Flodden's high and heath^y side. 

Shall ware a banncary red as Uade, 
And chiefians throng wi' meikle pride^ " 



<< A Scottish King shall come full keen ; 

The ruddy lion beareth he : 
A feathered arrow sharp, I ween. 

Shall make him wink and.warre to see. 



<< When he is bloody, and all to bledde, 
Thus to his men he still shall say, — 

Foir Crod's sake, turn ye back again. 
And give yon southern folk a fray ! *' 



It was a ^eat oversight in James not to attack Surrey 
when he crossed the TiU/ A similar neglect probably 
caused the defeat of the Higkand anny at Gulloden i 
they should have disputed the 0nke's passage over the 
rapid riv^r Spey, which the army found difScuIt to passr 
without opposition. Some of the chie& were for de- 
fending the ford ; but their advice was over-ruled by the 
Marquis of Tullibardine, and Sullivan, an Irish ofiBcer, 
whose plan was to let the Duke advance to Oulloden 
Moor, in hopes that the dykes and bogs would prevent 
his artillery from being brought up. 

<< 111 starred tho' brave, did no visbils: fivrdboding. 
Tell you thai fete had forsaken your canie ? 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



WILKINSON'S POEMS. 105 

Ah ! were you destined to die at Culloden ? 
Victory crbwn'd not your Mi with applause; '* 



Had thou but seeh their tartans wave, 
When each bold Clan wheeFd into line ; 

And heard the Pibroch answering brare. 
To many a section marking time. 



Toung Stuart, girt with many a spear, 
Drummohd and Murray led the Tan ; 

Lord Lewis Gordon, from the rear ^ 

Brought up Glenbucket's Highland Clan. 



No Jlowers embalm the air^ 4*c: The lOth of 
June was James Stuart's birth day. Those who ad- 
hered to the family, wore a white Rose on that day. 



At Culloden, the front line of the Highlanders finding 
themselves- exposed to a fire of grape from the Duke's, 
'artillery, threw down their firelocks, and rushed upon 
the English with their broad swords ; the charge was so 
rapid, that they lost that compact formation, so essen- 
tial to the success of all military movements. 

Charles Stuart had his horse shot under him, and his 
groom killed when mounting another. After many un- 
availhug eflFbrts to retrieve the day, he was forced of the 

o 
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field by Major KtniMdy^ iogettier i»>Hb • Bmnbef of 
officers, and flinne troopii of horee: #faite a fowGhnar 
kept the Duke's army engaged for some timey to pre* 
vent an Immediate pursuit. The Highland army had 
been under aram; mmKtUbag- and e6ailtw4tiitiiriliing^ 
without slcxfpr bp Mldi'fedd^ fbr fclrtjMghl hoa«befQre 
the battle. 



Night closed around the conqueror's way 9 
Andlightra4pghow'd the^dtatanthill^ 
Where those ^(^ Usk ttiae drtaiiftil: dagr,. 
Stood few aftdfauft, bo* feMrina gtlttv 



From the battle of CuUoden, (which was fought ofi 
file Ifth «r Aprilv 1746,) «• tin SM» df Steptedriter, 
when Cfaarloffdmbarked air boarAlte B^HiMm « FrMiab 
ship 6< ^tm^ hBhBAU^MeomaUfrgreullmfMikp} mS 
many a narrow escape from his enemies. One day tl^ 
party dined upon oatmeal imd water : 



" If e'er 1 itiount a throne, " said he, 
<* THl mind who dined this day with me. 



" No vassals wait with ready wd, 
<< Ta watch their safety deek theii baaid^ 
'' Their simple dress^ the Hif^dao^ fUH^^ 
<' Their trusty guards the Highland sword.' 
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Thoogh the «word of aoyOitarjr^xecwtiaii was glutted 
vnik HooAf otber actors wese to be iokaduoed. The 
scafiFold reddened witti the sUiyhtw ai the vtottms. 
Banishments, attaiadecs, aad ooafisQatims, ifoUowed in 
the rear of corporeal punisbEoeAts; and the enp of 
calamity was fiUed op to the veiy brim* An mnoot^t 
posterity were depriyed of tbdr inbef itwets, by that 
cruel relic of isudal lyittmiy, ibe law of forfeUntre ; 
and they were made partalwips in the wSwdmffh thongb 
they had ne^erbeen partabeiSiAn the guilt, of "Aeir fore- 
fathers. 



Custom, that teaebes how-to treatd^ad fo«i, 
India to sealp, and EkiropetOrOiyMiie ; 
The steniflst atnoikes oi JKistioeito<pilime» 
Fixt up deluded Axflbrem'beads to vioir. 
Some tender pecwns, ttieM«iAi«s 0OJ&H9 
Behold with horror and compassion mixt : 
A widow or an orphan, passing by, 
Paid them the honours of the weeping eye : 
The fidthfiil subject liis allegiance kept« 
Humanity rfiMrtrouted iUbekwept 



Balmerino, No man could meet death with greater 
fortitude than that unfortunate nobleman. When he 
was brought out of the Tower for execution, on pas- 
sing the gate, the Warder exclaimed ^^.God^at^e King 
George^ " Bahnerioo replied, ^^ God^ave.King Jamet. 
Death he fiaar'd not to meet. 
And in the field it had been sw«et. 
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He thought, though men as malefactors died, 
They might persist, where conscience was the guide \ 
The marks of true ancerity, not want, 
And unconFinced, safely not recant. 
He did not see the unpardonable sin 
Of that opinion, which he still was in : 
Not held from obstinate perverse despite, 
But just regard to what he thought was right. 
All other faults right heartily confess, 
- He left that point to God, who knew him best. 
Great the regard to conscience, when sincere ; 
To this the noble penitent adhere. 
He firmly hoped, though in their Prince's name 
They dififer'd, yet their Saviour's was the same. 
The Priest, believing that a legal death 
Forbade not blessing from the living breath, 
Gave. to the Stuart martyr to partake 
Of his, who died for every sinner's sake. 



^< Thy death's hour heard thy kindred wail, 
The holy knell thy requiem rung ; 

Thy mourners were the plaided Gael, ^ 
Thy dirge the clamorous Pibroch sung. '* 



« And we, behind the chieftain's shield, 
No more shall we in safety dwell : 

None leads the people to the field, 
And we the loud lament must swell. " 
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NOTES. 

Paq9 16th. — The narrative of Lord Byron's new 
Poem, <' The Island ; or, Christian and his Comrades," 
is founded on the mutiny of the crew of the Bounty, 
which occured in the south sea. The unfortunate 
young officer who headed the mutineers, was Fletcher 
Christian, a native of Moorland Close, near Cocker- 
mouth. He was my class-fellow, (along with William 
Robinson of Eaglesfield,) at Cockermouth Free School, 
fOr seven yoars ; and I can with truth say, a more ami- 
able youth I never met with : he was mild, generous, 
and sincere. I have seen a narrative of the causes 
which led to the mutiny ; and though harsh treatment 
may not justify revolt, yet, morally speaking, it lessens 
the offence. When Government are sending vessels to 
the south sea, it is mueh to be wished they would send a 
few implements in agriculture, to the little Colony on 
Pitcairn's Island. 



Paob 90. — One of the provisions of Mr. Scarlett's 
Bill is, that no relief was to be given to any man, on 
account of his inability to procure employmept If 
this be legislation and civilization, give us the trackless 
desert, the tangled forest, the barren mountains, for our 
residence ; wild beasts for fellow commoners. What 
society ! that forces a man from his home, and compels 
him to crknson the land and the wave with his bloo4» 
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in defence of its complex interests ! that wonid drag 
him to the halberts or the scafiFold as a traitor, if he de- 
serted that duty ; woald drive him from the barren heath 
as an intruder, if he attempted to raise his own suhnst- 
enee ; and yet would answer the poor applicant, in th^ 
^mogmaeB^Bf Eaktdff to SandkiK; ^ Ijw4U nsd gweihee 

Mr. Scarleftt appears to l>e a discSple of Parson Ma9. 
thus, and I hope the only one that Divine ever made- 
He ^gpronnds his 'BttL upon the plea, that there is on un- 
limited provision for the poor. The only punishment 
I could wi& to see inflicted on Mr. Scoiiett, would 'be 
to put him on that unlimited provMon, for twcSve 
months; 'he would 'Men find, that it is calculated upon 
Ttou) little of thecoarsestfoudiiuman nature con «xist 
upon* 

My present limits will not jpermit me to grapple with 
Parson Malthus« I should be glad to meet him on his 
own ground, the law of nature; from wluch I should 
probably read him such a lecture, as he has not heard 
at the seminary where he was educated. I should like 
to know who was his Preceptor. 
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On the spot where she slumbers, let myrtles and roses, 
Around her lone tomb, their branches intwine ; 

Oh ! sweet be her res^ and the minstreFs bold numbers 
Be boldest and sweetest when breathed o'er her shrine. 



Though far fixmi thy home and thy country thou sleepest, 
Thy memory through Gaul in aiSection is blest ; 

And me sigh which each bosom breathes saddest and deepest^ 
Shall be sent to Helena, the land of thy rest 
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